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"Lovely Nature" 



( Written 1985-Age 7) 




I 

The wind gently blows, 



II 

What beauty spring brings, 



The croquets grow, 



When enchanting birds sing, 



The flowers blossom, 



Thy tones are so enchanting, 



No longer will nature lonesome. That I wish it were everlasting. 



Ill 



Thy songs enchant my spirit in the beautiful realm, 



Where mystical songs dwell, 



But the sad part is what winter is doing, 
Leaving nature in sorrowful mins. 



I started writing poetry at the age of five, but this is the earliest sample of my remaining 
poems, which was written at age seven. I gave it to my mother as a present and found it 
years later in an old purse. 



"Oh Mighty Earth" 



( Written fall 1987- Age 9) 




Oh mighty Earth of creation, 



Where sorrow roams and desperation, 



Where knowledge seeks, 



And evil humans cheat. 



II 



Wouldn't it be great if the Earth would be caring and sharing? 



The Earth has so much evil it cannot keep baring, 



Where passion roams, 



There are mystic domes. 



Ill 



Knowledge shall spread, 



And good shall shed. 



For Earth may have people that are bad 



but it is a place we honor, 



And we shall do so until the day we are conquered. 



"The Lion" 



( Written Spring 1990- Age 12) 




Never have I seen an animal so majestic, 



So big, so strong, yet not domestic, 



It stands up with pride and beauty, 



It stands for it's rights and protects 



them securely. 



II 



This animal is the symbol of courage and strength, 



Of power in a enormous length, 



It's mane so colorful and bright, 



That awakens in the glorious light. 



Ill 



This animal represents loyalty, 



Power, strength, and royalty, 



No wonder the lion is called the King of 



the beasts and wild, 



For besides it's majestic beauty it's nature is not mild. 



"Combating Racism" 



( written April, 1990 - Age 12) 



I think that racism is wrong, 



Because it damages our young, 



It fills them with burning hate, 



And it ruins peace for all will not 



realize their mistake. 



II 



It fills the world with hate and terror, 



Will no one realize this dreadful error? 



Will we kill each other with so much hate? 



Oh such insanity, this is dreadful, 




this is a mistake. 



Ill 

It causes people to have arguments and fights, 
Don't they know all races have rights? 
Mankind has suffered much too long, 
It's time people understood they are wrong. 
IV 
Let us help this ugly bigotry vanish, 
We have a world of peace to establish! 
Help us to save the human race, 
And fill it with beauty and grace. 




Let all races feel superior, 
And not think of others as inferior, 
Let us fight discrimination, 
And make it possible for it's elimination. 



" When She Was A Spirit" 



( Written Spring 1990-Age 12) 




When she was a spirit wandering through 



time and space, 



Excited, curious, rushing in a haste, 



Wandering around the world, 



The world that rotates and spins in whirls. 



II 



Looking at different countries and people, 
Looking at the strong and feeble, 



Being herself in a state of resurrection, 



Looking for wisdom and comprehension. 



Ill 

There are many mysteries in this world that leaves 

us astonished and open minded, 
But when it comes to these mysteries it seems we 
are knowledgeably blinded, 

As this girl stares in wonder and awe, 
Thinking and wondering about everything she saw. 

IV 
But soon it was time for her to go, 
To go to the world way below, 
Suddenly she was in her room as it would seem, 
Then she realized it was a dream. 
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"Oh Illuminated One" 
( Written July,1990- Age 12) 



In the very eternal depths of outer space, dark 

and obscure, 
There goes across the celestial horizon a light 
filled with knowledge so bright and pure, 
No greater spectacle will you see than this cosmic light, 
Who shines it's brilliantine rays across each planet 
gloriously and bright. 

II 
This light and it's metaphysical force is beyond 
the comprehension of the human's mental capabilities, 
For they indulge themselves not in peace, but in 
violence and hostility, 
Traveling through swift accelerations at a rapid rate, 
Beyond comprehension to those who are ignorant 
with it's advanced and elevated mental state. 




Ill 



Let us observe this light traveling through infinite space and time, 



Let us prepare subconsciously in the mind, 



To spectate this glorious and phenomenal sight, 



This superior being evolved in it's luminous light. 



IV 



The density of the rays of this eternal light, 



Shines within our minds' subconscious great and bright, 
Oh illuminated entity with your eternal rays, 



My contemplation is that mankind comprehends you one day. 



"Autumn Trees" 



( Written November, 1992- Age 14) 



Oh glorious, beautiful, and enchanting trees, 



Thy magnificence makes my soul fly gracefully and free, 



Oh trees of red and gold, 



10 



Thy beauty enchants the young and the old. 



II 



I look at thy excessive embellishment with 



awe stricken eyes, 



As thy colorful leaves light up radiantly with 



the sunrise, 



Oh the sun with it's luminous light, 




Shows thy beauty radiantly and bright. 



11 

III 

The majestic color of tonality in thy leaves, 
Blow about graciously with the autumn breeze, 
Oh trees, thou art a mosaic of colors that fills me with fascination, 
And goes into the inner depths of my soul with an inspirational sensation. 

IV 
Thou art nature's glorious masterpiece, 
And as long as I witness thy beauty that fills me with happiness, in my life 
all sadness will cease, 

Thy gracious majesty overjoyed me, 
And thy glory lets my soul be free. 



Thy leaves move about with the most graceful of motions, 
As thy leaves produce the sweetest of winds which fills me with 
loving emotions. 
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"The Birds Of Water" 



( Written July 1992 - Age 14) 



Birds of water and grace, 



Thy beauty brings awe to my eyes and a smile 



to my face, 




Thy feet moves about the water with the most 



graceful of movement, 



With thy feathers blowing in the wind with the 



most gracious embellishment. 
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The sun shines upon the water with it's radiant light, 



Which reflects thy beauty gloriously and bright, 



Oh birds of water your feathers are as white as snow, 
And the wonder of thy beauty is a mystery whom no one knows. 
Oh when will I part with thy beauty and exquisiteness I do not know, 



I merely fixate my eyes filled with awe on your feathers as white as snow. 
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"The Ducks" 



(Written July 1992-Age 14) 

Written the same day as "The Birds Of Water" 
in Prospect Park of Brooklyn, NY. 



Birds of water filled with grace, 
Your beauty brings awe to my eyes 



and a smile to my face, 



Oh birds of enchantment hovering about 




the waters deep and blue, 



I stared at your exquisiteness as the cold 



winds blew. 



11 



Oh to those who spectate thee what luck, 



To sit near these waters to spectate thee the enchanting ducks. 
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"Nature" 



( Written July, 1992- Age 14) 




Oh nature thy beauty reaches the depths of my heart, 



For nature is a sweet fragrance never with me to part, 



The trees as green as emerald jewels, the sky 



radiant and blue, and the sun luminous and bright, 



Falls on my soul with it's enchanting light. 
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II 
Oh nature thou art so intriguing beyond description and words, 
From the grass filled with the beauty of flowers to the skies filled with 
the grace of birds, 

Oh nature thou art the sweetest nectar from the greatest of flowers, 
Thy light overpowers me in awe with great and unearthly powers. 

Ill 

Thy nectar is the very essence of sweetness, 
Thy beauty makes the world filled with strength and combats all weakness, 
Oh nature thou art the model of beauty and grace, 
And thy beauty inspires me as it's light illuminates upon 
my awe -stricken face. 

IV 
Nature, thou fills the world and all the worldly nations, 
Thou fills the world with joy and abolish all tribulations, 
Oh nature let thy wind and breeze of purity run through me, 
Thou oh nature, from whence comes all that is living and free. 
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Oh nature let thy luminous light shine on my face and skin, 
And let thy beverage of purity be a reflection of G-D who relieves 

the world from all sin, 
Let thy glorifying beverage of purity restore the human race, 
Oh nature the cleanser of humans filled with exquisiteness and grace. 

VI 

Shine thy beauty in the hearts of all humankind, 
Purifying their hearts as well as their minds, 
Let thy beauty lead me onto another plane of existence, 
And I will cherish thy world without any resistance. 

VII 
Let thou enrich my spirit and heart, 
Oh nature, thou from whom I shall never part. 
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"Oh Blessed Star Of Knowledge" 



(Written June, 1992 - Age 14) 




Oh blessed star of knowledge and grace 



illuminating in the sky above, 



You are to me a symbol of grace and 



intellectuality flying as graceful as a radiant dove, 
You are to me the metaphysical light bringing knowledge 

to the interior of my mind, 
And no greater gift than knowledge will you ever find. 



II 



Oh how knowledge enriches the growth of one's brain, 
For a person without knowledge is like a day taken 



over by obscure fogs and rain, 



Alas! But thou dost not know there are different states or plateaus of 



intellectual mental capacity and subconscious? 



And we depend on our mind fully to perform all of our daily functions. 
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III 



Oh how your knowledge gives me such intellectual sensationalism, 
You who protect me from ignorance and irrationalism, 
Oh knowledge enter the very inner depths of my mind, 

You knowledge that have been on Earth since the dawn of time. 



IV 



Enrich my brain with thy knowledge in order to 
improve the world and humankind, 



For in G-D's vision we are all harmoniously bind, 



Let your energetic vibrations penetrate in my 



inner-self and fill it with wisdom, 



For knowledge is worth more than all the riches 




from every kingdom. 
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Thou knowledge, travels around the world and through inner dimensions, 
And those who do not accept thy knowledge are ignorant, thus their 
knowledge is in a state of retention. 

VI 
And so henceforth I merely speak to all mankind, 
"Devote your brain to wisdom, and thou shalt be amazed at what thou finds, 
Do not waste thy knowledge and retain it in a dormant state of mind." 
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"The Woman" 
(Written March, 1993-Age 15) 
Written for Women's History Month. 



In the distance behold a light, 
Far into the horizon, dim to the eyes of man, but subconsciously bright, 
Unknown, unheard, unrecognized, floating in the midst of oppression, 
Floating about the obscure nothingness in a state of depression. 

II 
An unknown wanderer in a vast and endless land, 
Reaching out for a kind and helping hand, 
A hand that breaks the barriers of discrimination, 
That eliminates this chaos and brings mankind together in unification. 
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III 

To amalgamate all humans in the binding light of equality, 
Let us be rid of these odious and hideous concepts 
of ignorant society, and commence to walk 
upon the road of true humanity, 
Nationality and gender does not make one superior, 
For one who believes such foolish things is usually the inferior. 

IV 
True superiority is not in gender, but in modesty, spirit, and the mind, 
And in one who is discriminative and arrogant these 

qualities you will never find, 
This light represents no other but the female bound to chains of 

misunderstanding and discrimination, 
Who constantly struggles to exceed in a world 
filled with ignorance and miscomprehension. 
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Lacking comprehension of what is the definition of humanity, 
The fact that all humans despite gender should be treated 

with respect and equality, 
The female is like a fragmented rose with no thorns, incomplete due to a 
society ruled by man and egotism, 
Cruel, primitive, and ignorant, due to lack of humanitarianism. 

VI 

Let the bells of liberty all around the world be rung, 
And let in the hearts of all mankind the song of humanity be sung, 
Let this song be sung by future generations, 
And fill the world with great expectations. 
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VII 

The female has been a victim of society long enough, an outcast of this 

so-called civilization, that has had to bear a burden of shame for no 

reason due to the primitiveness of the human mentality, 

For to discriminate one because of their gender is an act of cruelty 

and irrationality. 

VIII 

The female is like a dying flower in the center of a vast ocean, 

Weak, weary, lonesome, isolated, and abandoned by all the world, filling 

up with tribulations and sorrowful emotions, 

This ocean that separates her from all the world, filled with the dreadful 

waters of sadness and sorrow, 

And the sky surrounded by the obscure darkness for it is all night, and 

there is no tomorrow. 

Note From Author: When I was a young girl I was in most ways the same as I am now. 
I was very serious, always had a great love of learning and justice I believed in 
social activism, I liked to dress conservatively and was old fashioned in many respects. 
However there were some things which I did not look at through a Biblical viewpoint, 
and this poem reflects one of those instances. Now I believe that although G-D by no 
means is in favor of discrimination against women HE nevertheless gave women a 
specific role in life: tending to and raising G-D fearing children and serving her husband 
(who should exert leadership in his family). Women who wish to earn some income ( in 
my opinion) should work from the home so as not to jeopardize their duties as wife & 
mother. Call me old fashioned & outdated but that is what the Bible says. 



"What Has Befallen Humanity?" 



(Written April, 1993- Age 15) 



Alas! Oh philanthropous G-D , thou telleth 



me, what has happened to humanity' 



I see this world breaking apart with corruption and insanity, 
I roam about in a never-ending desert of ignorance, 
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A spectator witnessing the tragedy that is taking 



place within this Earth, where people only 



care about greed, power, and arrogance. 



II 



I am a wanderer dying of thirst, thirst for the 
water of humanity, goodness, and purity, 



But alas oh my LORD, thou knowest that the 



.*,fz-m 




contemplation I seeketh is in vain, for all I see 



around me is selfishness and cruelty. 
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III 

Oh Thy Excellency, is what I seeketh an impossible quest? 
For I grow with each step of my feet upon these sands of worldly 
sin, weary, and always longing for some rest, 

But rest My LORD is something that I nor others shall have until we 
live in the bonds of humanity and peace, 

Thus Embellished One knowledge and harmony shall rule the Earth, and 
suffering and cruelty shall cease. 

IV 

I contemplate each day that I at the end of this desert will reach a 
heavenly oasis, 
Thus humanity will be reborn and I shall thank THEE with my lips 

murmuring loving phrases, 
Oh LORD, Why such vanity, such vanity? 
What art I to do THY Magnificence? What? 
Why Gracious G-D, why such vanity? 
What has befallen upon humanity? 
What has befallen upon humanity? 
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"Nighttime Duck" 
( Written April, 1995-Age 17) 



Oh little bird of water who contemplates at night, 
With thy feathers of gold shining under the moon's pale light, 
Little nighttime duck swimming upon the waters of life's great expectations, 
Looking at the pale moon as a symbol of it's own isolation. 

II 

Awaiting in anticipation the first luminous rays of the sun, 
So that the darkness could vanish and it could rejoice at the world's 

awakening song. 
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"What Is War?" 



( Written May, 1995-Age 17) 



I wrote this poem after studying about World War I. 



A world of insanity and folly, 



Displayed by savage violence, cruelty, and dead bodies, 
Like immature little children, the foolish ignoramus' fight over 



lust, wealth, and power, 



Behold them, who think themselves so brave yet are nothing but cowards! 
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II 
Is this the so-called civilization race that claims 
to have dignity and belief in G-D? 
That instead of improving humanity through kindness, have blinded the 

eyes of the world with a dark and vicious fog, 
Tear away the veil of hypocrisy, see war for what it really is, look at the 
truth straight in the eye, 

Thou are not brave, but sinful cowards, who takes lives needlessly and 
makes the innocent die! 

Ill 
Must the innocent die and pay for your lust and greed ? 
You, wretched cowards, who have just implanted in humanity a 
corrupt and evil seed, 

Selfish little imps who think only of your fragile insecure egos and 
your insane dreams of glory and fame, 

Little do your primitive minds realize that true glory lies in the spirit, in 
G-D and benevolence, rather than in this fire of sinful hatred 
that burns with an evil flame. 
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IV 

Savage ones who destroy themselves among corruption and treason, 
Oh Gracious G-D, is this the race to whom you gave the gift of logic 

and reason? 
Only reason and morality can break through this hateful rage, 
For war is the damnation of humanity that sinks the world into a Dark Age. 



Give no excuses or propaganda to justify your evil deeds, 
Speak of war as it truly is, an evil epidemic from which all 
humanity must be freed. 
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"A Sailor's Chat" 



( Written May, 1995- Age 17) 



Two sailors upon the deck talking to their hearts' delight, 



Amid the calm blue waters and under the moon's pale light, 



For who says that in the life of sea adventurers there are no 



moments of tranquility and peace? 



When to feel the calm sea breeze mildly caressing one's skin 
and seeing the beauty of nocturnal waters quickly puts one's heart at ease. 




11 



One sailor inclined upon the railing of the deck 



with a bottle of aged wine in his hand, 



Anticipating to discover the elixir of forgetfulness 



amid the bitter taste of aged grapes and the scent of 



the salty air, 



Listens attentively while the other sailor spills out to him all 



his worries and cares. 
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"A Child At Play" 



( Written May 1995- Age 17) 



There is nothing sweeter than to watch a child at play, 
Their image sends our minds back in time, to our own childhood days, 
They move about with the innocence and grace of a 



little angel, noble and sweet, 



And at witnessing such purity and innocence it makes out of awe and 



admiration our hearts weep. 
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"The Picnic" 



( Written April, 1995-Age 17) 



Luscious food laid on the table satisfies our appetite's yearning, 
Nature's sweet open air lifts up from our shoulders everyday burdens, 



The sun shining bathes us with it's light, 



As we take delight in eating, with every savory bite. 



II 



The aroma of fresh baked gingerbread blends 
in with the aroma of perfumed flowers, 



As we stare in admiration and awe unable to 



believe that such tranquility and peace are ours, 



When we grow weary of the sun's heat, we take refuge under 



the leaves of the trees, 



I bite into a juicy plump apple while the juice runs down my chin, 

And the thought comes to my mind of how our picnic feast surely surpassed 




the ambrosia and nectar of the Greek Olympian gods. 
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"Seed Carrier" 

(Written May, 1995- Age 17) 
A non-rhyming poem 



Each of us is a seed carrier, 
We carry within us a seed, which in some people remains dormant forever, 
But one day this seed will begin to grow and blossom, 
And we will then open our eyes to a new perspective of the world, and 
learn the true significance of life. 

II 
Thus there will be no more corruption or cruelty, or ignorance in this world, 
Each seed within us will form a branch, and all of mankind united together 
will form a great big tree rooted on the foundation of love, 
Now it's up to us to awaken the growth of this seed within us, 
In order to create a better world for all. 
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"Celestial Music" 



( Written April, 1995-Age 17) 



Ah! From where do those heavenly and harmonious tones descend 

from, that my ears listen with delight? 
That like the sweetest lullaby sings me to sleep in the lonesome night? 
I've been told that a graceful angel from the high heavens sings with his 
guitar upon a cloud, 
To serenade the souls of mankind with music's sweet majestic sound. 

II 
For who can deny that sweet celestial music can unite mankind 
spiritually in the realms of brotherhood and love? 
For music makes mankind blend together in unification, like the blending 
of these harmonious notes that I hear coming from the heavens above. 

Oh graceful and noble angel, blessed art thou, 
Who fills the empty souls of mankind with your celestial music's 
sweet majestic sound. 
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"The Spanish Guitar" 



( Written May 1995- Age 17) 



A non-rhyming poem. 



Oh blessed instrument that sings the song of my people, 
That with your melodies reflect the beauty and passion of my Latin land, 
From Latin America to our motherland Spain, 
You sing to the rhythm of castanets and maracas of the glory of our ancestry. 



II 



You sing of our joys and our sorrows through 



your six strings, 



And each string combined together creates 



beautiful melodies that sings of an old and 



proud people. 
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"Coronation Of The Mountains" 



( Written December. 9, 1995- Age 17) 



The stars are slowly fading and night's dominion is almost gone, 



The darkness' reluctance to leave is all in vain 



as it weakly sings it's farewell song, 
The first ray of dawn triumphantly emerges 



behind the mountainous peaks to awaken the 



world from it's slumber, 




As I gaze observantly at the victorious outcome 



of this battle of contrasts filled with awe and wonder. 



II 



The mountains stand still like giants upon the land with the same 
firmness and authority of a monarchy, 

Seven large, impenetrable figures, whose peaks give the impression 
that they are ambitiously seeking shelter amidst the heavens and control 



of the clouds like a celestial heptarchy. 
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III 

I see the rays of the emerging sun embracing affectionately the 

mountains' peaks, surrounding them like halos in a form of adoration, 

"Alas!" I said to myself, "It seems I am the only spectator witnessing 

these mountains' coronation." 
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"The World Is A Stage" 



( Written February.6, 1996- Age 17) 



In the words of Shakespeare I find not a hyperbole but a statement that 



overflows with truth, 



For in these five words I find all the behaviors, attitudes, doings, and 

wrongs of man described, 
And observing the world and it's ways I must admonish 

about it's faults so that those who are sagacious can help the turbulent fire 



of ignorance to soothe, 



And those who have done wrong shall 



open their eyes and 



fill their hearts with contrite. 
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II 

Those who live only for hedonism are 

blind to didactic ways and are the subordinates of humanity, 

While those who are ascetics reach the borders of masochism trying to reach 

a noble star that is yet beyond their reach, 

Material extremities are never good, moderation is a perpetual gift 

from the wise that keeps the world with balance and equality, 

To worry for ourselves but to also be altruistic, to value some material 

things, but to value more the spiritual is what humanity must teach. 

Ill 

Whether society has lost the true meaning of life following a path of greed 
and ignorance is not an apocryphal matter, 
It is plain to see that the world has taken a servile position toward 
excessive materialism, 
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Where the veneration of spiritual values is in a state of atrophy, where 

sycophancy makes the honest person doubt, and where individualism 

is met with mockery and laughter, 
And where humanity is in danger of drowning in a growing ocean under the 

waves of egotism. 

IV 
'Tis true.. .the world is like a stage that contains comedies and tragedies, a 

psychological mosaic of personalities, 
Yet in order for this drama to continue it must change 

it's ways for the better, 
Or else tragedy will conquer, and the world shall close it's curtains forever. 
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"Eternity Within Stone" 



(Written May. 15, 1996- Age 18) 



Pharaohs who seek sweet repose among immense 



constructions of stone, 



It seems paradoxical to seek something so sweet within something so hard, 
To stop listening to the running of the Nile, to spend eternity alone, 



To drift off to another dimensional world to the 



enchanting lullaby of a celestial bard. 



11 



Sweat and labor, blood and tears, pay tribute 



to the Pharaoh's grandiosity, 




Within each stone is engraved the sacrifices of many, 
Those who sacrifice now to enjoy later an unknown 



world that wears a mask of uncertainty, 



And who takes prized possessions of mortal life 



in the hope of maintaining a life of luxury and plenty. 
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"Tarantella" 
( Written November. 21,1996-Age 18) 



Speed challenges us as our feet move swiftly like a 

hovering feather so light, 
To the frenzy of mandolins and accordions that madden the atmosphere, 
Such swiftness could save one from the tarantula's bite, 
While death looks upon one as an impatient and disappointed overseer. 
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"111 Colored Decorations" 
(Written November.21, 1996-Age 18) 



I looked around my furnished house and 
realized how insignificant it is, 
These petty material possessions that in earthly 

life are so often mistook for success, 
Too many people would without hesitation take the hand of greed 
and place upon it an ambitious kiss, 
But few of them shall be with the finer things in life blessed. 
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II 

People have long sacrificed their lives for things 

that can be touched instead of things that can be felt, 

Walking about life like well ornamented zombies 

without a true purpose or goal, 

These ill colored decorations of life that are as long lasting as an 

ice cream cone put out in the sun to melt, 

Have been valued more by this ignorant society than virtues and 

morals of the heart and soul. 

Ill 

Oh Gracious LORD, my house is full yet empty, 

For what fills a home is the essence of the person 

that habits within, 

I rather live in poverty but with those I love than 

in insignificant plenty, 

Unlike those who sell their happiness to 

materialistic sin. 
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IV 

Material things are just ill colored decorations, 
But to decorate life you must have a firm structure upon which to decorate, 
Woe to the accursed who only have possessions to console their tribulations, 
For those who value love and wisdom more, shall never from joy separate. 
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"Y2K" 

( Written January. 2-3, 2000-Age 21) 
I 

A frenzy of people on their way home with propane stoves and canned food, 

Did not await with joy or eagerness for the new millennium to be born, 



Fear and worry killed their happy mood, 



As they dreaded the apocalyptic trumpet's sound 
disguised as a New Year's horn. 



II 



It was the day that over dependence on technology would 



be the downfall of all, 



Bulbs would say farewell and candles would become the height of fashion, 
Hours before the falling of the New Year's ball, 




People were calculating what would be their daily ration. 
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III 
Computers would take their revenge for being bossed around 
by people for so many years, 
Leaving us bathing from buckets, cooking in hallways, broke, and 

lighting a candle, 
Prophecies from the Bible and old computer chips flooded the city with fears, 
Giving it's citizens more worries than they could handle. 

IV 
"Rich today. Dirt poor tomorrow." was the 
slogan that gave stock investors sleepless nights, 
Worried people taking out their money left 
the banks dry, 

People watched TV twice as much, trying to enjoy while they could 
their lights, 
As they realized that their hi-tech world was not at all that sly. 
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V 

Powdered milk hit an all-time high in popularity, 
While microwave pizzas went into a steady decline, 
Canned foods became prized for their rarity, 

By those who believed that if they just had enough food they would be fine. 

VI 

Three!.. Two!.. One!... made all hearts glued to the TV beat at the 

rate of two beats a minute or slower, 
As people awaited their electricity to go at least on a month long vacation, 
Shrieks and trembling increased as the ball got lower and lower, 
Mocking and disappointing those who made their lengthy preparations. 

VII 

Candles and flashlights lost their big break, 
At midnight electricity still ruled supreme, 
No more worries of seeing darkness when we awake, 
Y2K was not as serious, it would seem. 
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VIII 

The most scary things were not blackouts or screams, 
But weird looking puppets and silly clowns in glasses with four digits, 

There were to be no chaos or haunting bad dreams, 
Making those who spent a small fortune preparing look like idiots. 
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"The Bird Brothers" 



( Written June. 18, 2001-Age 23) 



Born of blood, 



Born of love, 



Their souls were a flood, 



That swept the heart of a dove. 
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ii 



Dark brothers born of Africa's Greenland, 



Where the heat penetrates the soul, 



And blows cruelty away like grains of sand, 



To make tenderness it's goal. 



Ill 




Dark feet tickling the grass with their playful running, 
Loincloths fanning the flowers like a breeze, 



Enough to fill their hearts with longing, 



And put a pair of doves at ease. 
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"A Marrano's Fate?" 

(June. 19, 2001-Age 23) 
I 



Must one deny what is in them because it's known too late? 
Must blood screaming for resurrection be denied? 
Should an upbringing in ignorance seal one's fate? 
Because our early perception of ourselves lied? 




II 



The blood of my ancestors cries out through time, 



Israel can never truly die, 



For "Israel" and "survival" complement each other like a rhyme, 



Voicing it's lament in the Marrano's sigh. 
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III 



Jacob does not let his children over slumber, 



Darkness can only last for a while, 



A century is just a number, 



"They will return", he says with a smile. 
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IV 



Inquisitions, brainwashing, and time cannot destroy Divine will, 



Each Marrano knows what they must do, 



When the abandoned fountain has had it's fill, 



They will say "I was born a Christian and die a Jew." 
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"Sunny Spain" 



( Written June. 19, 2001 -Age 23) 
1 

Land of my grandparents, 

My true country and land, 

Inspiring me to use my talents, 

To tell of fragrant orchids and beaches of sand. 



II 



Hear the Middle East in that guitar, 



Hear the Gypsy's song slice through the air, 



Only to find out where you are, 
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And wanting so badly to be there. 



54 



III 



I dream of oranges and pomegranates, 



Of ancient synagogues and palaces, 



Of rhythmic stamping that emanates, 



From fast and graceful dances. 



IV 



The rustle of a leaf, 




Through the scented air, 



The sunny air warms my soul, 



Causes a sensation that is brief, The jasmine flowers bring tears to my eyes, 
As the wind blows my hair. The earth beneath my feet makes me whole, 

Creating a happiness that never dies. 



VI 



Sunny Spain, beautiful and serene, 



Majesty blossoms from this land, 



And though you, I have not seen, 




How my grandparents could have left you I do not understand. 
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"Modern Romans" 



(Written June.19, 2001-Age 23) 



Rome the civilized, 



Rome the barbaric, 



Crowds addicted and mesmerized, 



By the sound of something metallic. 



II 



Swords and spears were idols of violence, 




Working their dark magic in a Gladiator's hand, 
Suspense brought only silence, 



But death brought cheering from the stands. 



Ill 



Modern society disdains the Romans' view, 



They claim to find their games too brutal and fierce, 



But there are still those few, 



Who cheer at a bull's death from a sword's pierce. 



IV 



There are those who laugh at men throwing each other, 



Who find their vulgar speech verse, 
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And those who bet on one man punching another, 



Letting brutality cast it's curse. 



Whether putting cocks or dogs to fight, 
Whether breaking a chair on another man's head, 



Or laughing at a dreadful sight, 



Or cheering when a bull is dead. 




VI 



VII 



There are Romans amongst us, Boxing, wrestling, animal fights, and 



That find pleasure in pain, 



bull fighting, 



Not knowing the harm it does, Descendants of the gladiatorial game, 
For it turns the soul insane. In their dark hearts they are lighting, 



The torch of inhumane flame. 
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"A Ballad" 

( Written June. 19, 2001- Age 23) 



Ballad maker write me a song, 
To bring a smile to a face, 
To right a wrong, 
To bring tears to a collar of lace. 
11 
Brew your potion of notes, 
With your lute strings, 
That ties our hearts like ropes, 
With the magic it brings. 
Ill 
Fingers like fairies, 
Voice like a lark, 
Sweet and tangy as berries, 
It drives out the dark. 
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"A Rabbi's Love" 



(Written June. 25, 2001- Age 23) 



Pious head with curls of wisdom, 



Gentle mouth that says a blessing, 



Amidst the Torah* there is a kingdom, 



Where the heart in Holiness lies resting. 




II 



III 



He has a Talmudic* mind, 



A tzadik* is like an oak, 



His eyes moisten at a mitzvah*, 



His virtue endures for ages, 



The influence he leaves behind, 



He desires his mind to soak, 



Is as purifying as a mikvah*. In the wisdom that flows from the sages. 
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IV 

As he studies each day, 

He is more in awe at what lies above, 

For with certainty one can say, 

That HASHEM* is who the Rabbi loves. 



Vocabulary: 1) The Torah are the first five books of the Bible which 
contains the 613 Divine commandments of G-D's Holy Law. 

2) A person with a Talmudic mind is a wise person who is capable of great 
feats of reasoning and who knows how to apply G-D's Law to the problems 
that confronts us. The term "Talmudic" comes from the "Talmud" which is 

a collection of 16 volumes of legal arguments, commentaries, 

and teachings of the great sages about G-D's Law. Studying the Talmud is 

no easy feat and requires a highly developed mind. 

3) A mitzvah is both the observance of a commandment and a good deed. 
Charity is a mitzvah because G-D commanded us in the Torah to give to the 
poor, but it is also a good deed. 

4) A mikvah is a bath of purification when one has become ritually impure. 

5) Tzadik is "righteous" in Hebrew. A tzadik is a righteous G-D fearing 
person. 

6) HASHEM is G-D in Hebrew. Literally it means "The Name" 
because G-D's true name is too Holy to pronounce. 
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"The Broken Four Leaf Clover" 



(Written Spring 2000- Age 22) 




Warmth cannot emerge from a broken window in 
winter, and water cannot be poured by a broken pitcher, 
It is the senses' way to teach that what is broken cannot function as 
it should, 
So whoever has intact the bud of happiness is truly the luckier and richer, 
For sorrow does not care whether one is bad or good. 

II 
In my eyes Lady Luck is a discriminating entity who 
only sets her picky eyes on a privileged few, 
She ignoringly blows pass the small eroded hill that is a sculpture of my life, 
A Leprechaun that accustoms to burying good fortune I have yet to view, 
For a shovel made of glee and dug deep in my heart , would solve much 
inner strife. 
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III 



They say that a four leaf clover brings luck, 



That they bring much laughter and a carefree heart, 



But for now it is sorrow who has me to mock, 



The dreaded archer of tears that cruelly wounds 



it's prey with a single dart. 



IV 



Perhaps my non-resilient clovers have been crushed by 
rocks of foreign malice, 
Perhaps my clover is broken and luck is unattracted to the odd, 
Perhaps it is the wind who seems to scream onomatopoeias with it's 



cold hisses that are so callous, 



As I ask Lady Luck if sorrow shall be my shadow and she answers with a nod. 




"Pride Of The Englishman" 



( Written Spring 2002- Age 24) 



Dedicated to my English ancestors The Bodons. 



II 
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Common sense is gold, 



The pride of the Englishman is a well, 



Hard work is ale, 



Where he drinks from it's ideals, 



Virtue is friend to the bold, Expectations rise like the sound of a bell, 



And honor is not for sale. 



To proclaim how it feels. 



Ill 



IV 



If it were not for pride, 



From the shepherd to the king, 



Where would England be? In bawdy taverns as well as refined 



For strength is it's bride, 



parliament, 



Like a ship is to the sea. 



Free thoughts are heard to sing, 



For the English court liberty as a G-D sent. 
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"Missing You: A Student's Lament" 

(Written January. 30, 2003- Age 24) 

I 

Dear friends, when this day is but a memory, 
The joy of it shall yet live on, 
When the school bells fade into memory, 
They'll be thoughts on which to think upon. 
II 
I'll never forget you all, 
This school and your faces may be far, 
But the memories will call, 



To be sealed in my mind as if in a jar. 



Ill 



The merry times that we had, 



The hushed voices as the teacher came, 



The good times and the bad, 





Will be treasured all the same. 
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IV 
Cafeteria lunches filled with conversation, 
Trips to far off places filled with wonder, 
The classroom prankster's naughty vexation, 
Shall serve as future thoughts on which to ponder. 




I am a young girl only once, 



Responsibility will soon mar my glee, 



I am carefree only once, 



The clock will soon turn against me. 



VI 



So farewell friends of my youth, 




A new life awaits us at this end, 



Memories will be the balm to soothe, 



Whatever trials our new lives send. 
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"Beethoven s Dilemma " 



( Written February 7, 2009 - 30 years old) 



A man both eccentric and brilliant, 



Who forges music out of despair, 



Like iron flowers born out of earth that is resilient, 



That time can never wither nor can happiness it's sorrow repair. 




II 



Those defective ears that hear better than others, 



That anguished heart that still dares to feel, 



While spurning the hope that dwells in the eye that uncovers, 



The radiant light that can before the altar of truth kneel. 
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III 
An alcoholic father, a sickly mother, and a world of worries, 
The bow on the violin does not break under adversity but still plays, 
To be advanced is to be lonely for popularity never hurries, 
To bathe those that know too much under it's flattering rays. 

IV 
Loving, yet never being loved by anyone, 
Always preferring essence to appearance, 
As a musical sage misunderstood by everyone, 
His melancholy rises among the ashes of optimism's disappearance. 



He moves often from house to house, 
As if wishing to escape from the loneliness that will always be there, 

But a new home for him can never arouse, 
The sparks of expectation that remain as elusive as the air. 
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VI 

A woman that he could never marry, 
And a daughter that he could never raise, 

Will only be more sorrow to carry, 
As music explodes but life lessens it's pace. 

VII 
And so a good heart underneath a steel shield, 
Remains alone only to stop forever on a stormy night, 
Only his musical scores show what sorrow can yield, 
When persistence continues after joy takes flight. 
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"A Talmudic Song " 



( Written February 7, 2009 - 30 years) 




Notes of wisdom that resonate with reason, 



Fill my mouth with the art of thought, 



In this world logic is beauty and folly is treason, 



And the gold of a sharp mind can never be bought. 



II 



Gems from the Ethics Of The Fathers* shed light on why some things are, 
Words flow through the ages like water through a clear stream, 
Only lack of effort converts wisdom into a distant star, 
And so for a fool understanding remains a hopeless dream. 



Ill 



Complexity never seemed so attractive, 



As when shown through the eye of daily living, 



It is only when our conscience remains inactive, 



That our days are like withered flowers in a gloomy garden that 



takes but is no longer giving. 
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IV 



The radiance of what is right, 



Dances upon the lips of the wise, 



To engage the erroneous in a mortal fight, &M 

And reveal the ugliness of all lies. 




Hebrew riddles for the thinker, 



Turn life's problems into an adventure, 

Where the goal is for confusion to linger, 
When one finds in the infinite great pleasure. 



VI 



The conception of truth begins with reality, 
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The challenge is in it's awareness and the joy is in it's application, 
If the enigma of the unknown chastises us with brutality, 



The clarity of what can be learned will impede it's domination. 
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VII 

And so wisdom attains written form, 
"This path is short and long and the other is long and short ", 

And so meaning is breathed into a life that is worn, 
And our days can be filled with pleasures of the right sort. 

VIII 
"Acts of benevolence are greater than giving charity ", 
"A virtue draws along another virtue and a sin draws along another sin ", 
And so unchanged truth challenges the modern mentality, 
That in it's foolishness dares to state that one can ignore morality 
and still win. 

IX 
" Do not throw a stone into the well from which you drank ", 
"You shall converse in the words of Torah and not in other things ", 

Thus the stubborn person is taught to all things thank, 
And the idle to explore the joys that G-D 's Law brings. 



* Ethics Of The Fathers : Called Pirkei Avotln Hebrew. Wise Sayings 
of the Rabbis. 
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X 



And such is the substance of a Talmudic song, 



Thoughts are melodies and notes are questions, 



And while the goal is to avoid being wrong, 



The wise know that those who are "perfect " 



are only the victims of deceptions. 
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"Golden Deer In An Emerald Valley " 



(Written February 25, 2009 - 31 years) 



Golden deer in an emerald valley, 



Green that upholds the dance of 



the living, 



That with it's grace causes decay 




to tarry, 



And flowers bloom as a sign that life is always singing. 



II 



Deers of gold that with each prance, 



Bestow majesty on the natural and art to motion, 



As each movement forms part of an expressive dance, 



That links grace to life and sight to emotion. 
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" The Minutes' Dance " 



(Written February 25, 2009 - 31 years) 




The minutes dance, 



And why should they not? 



Time is the only chance, 



That the future has in order not to rot. 



II 



The minutes are miniature dimensions, 



And time is a mosaic of intangible events, 



Our opposition to the dance breeds a dissent that is a deception, 



For only on G-D and time the future depends. 



Ill 



Minutes that dance on the feet of seconds, 



Waltz of time, inaudible, yet architect of all sound, 



But although our cooperation the passage of time does not beckon, 



When we accept that the past is past, possibilities abound. 
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IV 
Minutes are the ancestors of hours and years, 
Human thought is in part shaped by it's dance, 
The unknown brings with it expectations and fears, 
And the minutes' dance is swifter than a glance. 



Time can be a blessing or a curse, 
But it will never be tamed by our desires, 
The flowing of years is a river in which we can immerse, 
To wash away the hurt of things denied to which one's heart aspires. 

VI 
The minutes' dance is so rigid yet free, 
Free in possibilities yet rigid in direction, 
For only future awaits the blossoming tree, 
And the past is left only as a reference for anger or affection. 



MEDIEVAL POEMS 



These poems do not reflect my thoughts 



as much as the other poems for they were written 



for a different purpose. The medieval poems in 
this section were written as lyrics to medieval songs 
which I composed for my album "A Medieval Life". 
They reflect more the attitude of the times than my 



thoughts. Still, some of my thoughts might have 



seeped through. 







"Alas Old Age!" 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 



Trust me. I know what it is to be old! 
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I 
Alas old age! 
Poison of youth, 
Thou fills me with rage, 
For thou art uncouth. 

II 
Vexer of joy thou art, 
The sand in the time glass slips away, 
If on the morrow I must part, 



lift" ; VM 




Only memories will ease the way. 
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"The Broken Lance" 



( Written December. 25, 2001- Age 23) 



Armor that glistens in the sun like fire, 



Shouts that drown out any fear, 



The trumpet sings under the banner of the Sire, 



To commemorate a joyous time of the year. 
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II 



Manhood is on display, 



Bravery is it's reflection, 



Dishonor pride will slay, 



Engaged in a joust of perfection. 



77 



III 



The lance becomes a wand of honor, 



The people's shouts a warrior's muse, 



But if it should break pride shall be a runner, 



And shame one shall not refuse. 



Alas broken lance! Alas broken lance! 
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"The Minstrel" 



( Written Early December, 2001- Age 23) 

I 

A joust, a war, a romance for a meal and a penny, 

A Great Hall where the nobles are 

merry and many, 

Lo! A bard so fine, 

Methinks his words as sweet as wine. 

II 

The lord will gladly part with all his money, 

To hear him sing sweetly, "Hey Nonny Nonny!" 

A world of chivalry is near, 

With sweet notes bewitching to the ear. 

Ill 

A tongue as smooth as silk from Cathay, 
With a trace of wit more lively than they, 

The lute is his journeyman, 

It helps him as best as it can. 




IV 
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When laughter is like the plague, 



Sorrow hangs on a peg, 



Beware! Lest it fall, 



For tears will it call. 



For not even the minstrel, 



Can eternal joy kindle, 




His beautiful voice is like a flame, 



That can extinguish all the same. 



VI 



Yet, needs must, 



Sorrow must be turned to dust, 



And the wind to blow it away, 



Will be the minstrel as he plays. 
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"My Rebec Hath Broken" 



( Written December, 2001- Age 23) 




II 



My rebec hath broken, 



Twas bought from a jongleur, 



Prithee tell me what to do, 



That came to my castle, 



To me twas a token, 



A gift from my amour, 



As new as a flower with dew. 



To make boredom hassle. 



Ill 



Lo! How it's music vanishes into past times, 



It's notes like ghosts vanish away, 



I pray thee before the bell chimes, 



To fetch me a new rebec today. 
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"Little Bird" 

( Written December. 26, 2001- Age 23) 



Little bird come and greet me in the morn, 
For thou always cures my dompe, 
Thy song makes me feel reborn, 
It's tones are filled with lively pomp. 
II 
Thou art my only friend, 
It seems to me thou art a feathered flute, 
Thou my laments mend, 
Thou renders the voice of my sorrow mute. 
Ill 
My heart is a tangled web of grief, 
In a week I must marry a man I do not know, 
My parents are merry with relief, 
Unaware of the seeds of uncertainty that they sow. 
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"The Great Hall" 



( Written January. 2, 2002- Age 23) 



Laughter is mistress to these walls, 



Shadows are captives imprisoned in glee, 



Music casts a spell that enthralls, 



From dancing feet all weariness flees. 



II 



Noble lords so high and grand, 
Eat a feast that seduces the eye, 



The eye is quicker than the hand, 



It appreciates a lady's sigh. 




"The Prince's Caravan" 



( Written Spring 2002- Age 24) 
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Caravan through the woods, 



With draping of fine silk, 



Fair ladies are it's only goods, 



Shielding faces as fair as milk. 



II 



Royalty scares bandits away, 



It's sight draws respect from every man, 



Many a humble serf will treasure the day, 




When they saw the Prince's caravan. 
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"The Poacher" 



( Written Spring 2002- Age 24) 



Alas poacher thou risks death, 



Just to eat some meat, 



Thou shalt draw thy last breath, 



If thou art not swift of feet. 




II 



That fish is not meant for thee, 



Better that it should rot, 



Hunger and pain, not glee, 



Is the peasant's lot. 



"Love Me Sir Knight" 



( Written Spring 2002-Age 24) 
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At tournaments I see thee display thy coat of arms, 



At banquets I see thee eating with cheer, 



Methinks that thou hast many charms, 



If only thou wouldst hold my glances dear. 



II 



Love me Sir knight, 



My father agrees to thy suit, 



May my face be thy light, 




That guides thee on thy route. 
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III 
Love me Sir knight, 
My heart and dowry are thine, 
Let not my life be night, 
Scorn me not, if thy heart be mine. 
IV 
Scorn me not like thy other amours, 
Play thy lute only for me, 
For company love adores, 
And thou art all I see. 



Love me Sir knight, 
Let wedding bells sing, 

Pray, do not blight, 
What happiness can bring. 



"The Candle's Flicker" 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 
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I fell asleep with quill in hand, 



Writing a song to my love, 



Thoughts drifted like air on land, 



While stars sang on above. 



11 



The candle with it's pale light, 



Lights the path of my words, 



Allowing the dark to take flight, 



Like a flock of black birds. 
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"My Cousin Is Knighted" 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 




II 



He looked well in a coat of mail, The sword's flat edge fell hard on him, 



As he knelt before his lord, 



Almost knocking him down, 



With a pride that could not fail, On his shoulders fear weighs slim, 



To greet with strength the sword. 



His bravery is his crown. 



Ill 



On his Spanish palfrey he rode, 



With grace around the bailey, 



We feasted as he told, 



Of future deeds so gaily. 
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"Wives And Daughters" 

( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 

I 

They say that we are soft and meek, 
When we are like brick and mortar, 
We say " Tis men that are weak" 
Not us wives and daughters. 




II 



The hand that rules is not the best, 



But the hand that holds it up, 



And yet they give us no rest, 



From waking till they sup. 
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III 



IV 



They say that they protect us, 



But we of wit know better, 



When it is we who take care of them, They think they have us tame, 



They flatter us when they fuss, 



But we of wit know better, 



As if they think we are a gem. 



Tis us who's won the game. 



Menfolk have their iron and swords, 



We have strength and wit, 



Tis women that give birth to the lords, 
Yet on the throne of life they sit. 
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"The Jester From York' 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 



Here comes the jester from York, 



Come to London court, 



Yes, he's a jester from York, 



But he does not look the sort. 



II 



With bells on his hat, 



With wit on his tongue, 



With humor that's fat, 



And a love to be wrong. 



Ill 



He's a favorite of the king, 



A consort to folly, 



Who makes laughter ring, 




And the sad folkjolly. 



92 



"The Price Of Chivalry" 



( Written Summer 2002-Age 24) 



Honor is not to be gained so cheap, 



What shines causes great pains, 



Sacrifice is what honor reaps, 
It often on pleasure rains. 




II 



III 



His lady must wait, 



Alas, honor is like myrrh, 



Everyday for him, 



Precious yet bitter, 



A knight must follow fate, 



For happiness to occur, 



All else becomes dim. 



The rich must become richer. 
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IV 



While laying in his tent, 



Longing for his lady's arms, 



Regretting how away he went, 



So far from her graceful charms. 




The spoils of war seem a cold reward, 



When all he wants is his lady's kiss, 



Yet reluctantly he takes up his sword, 



While hoping for future bliss. 
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"Henry VIII Is Dead" 

( Written December 2001-Age 23) 




Henry The Eighth is dead, 

From him all life has fled, 

The bells of England sing, 

The people a lament sing. 

II 

Edward now sits on the throne, 

A small boy all quite alone, 
To the coronation let's not tarry, 
To see the son of dead king Harry. 
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"The War Of The Roses" 



( Written Spring 2002- Age 24) 



Knights march on to wage battle, 



To defend the house of Lancaster, 



Think they that we are like cattle, 



That they hold our lives as master. 



II 



Think they to seize pious King Henry, 



To rob him of his throne, 




The suffering of the English are many, 



Listen to the folk moan. 
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III 



The red and white roses now have swords for thorns, 



Fellow soldiers thou hast looked death in the eye, 



When yonder light breaks a new day will be born, 



And many of us will go with honor to die. 



IV 



Towton awaits us with an eerie lure, 



Insignificant things suddenly are treasured, 



For if we shall see tomorrow we are not sure, 



Certainty is too small to be measured. 
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"Good Queen Bess" 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 



II 



Good Queen Bess, 



She saves us from the Papists' grasp, 



Tudor flower of England, 



She laid the Armada to waste, 



May G-D bless, 



As strong as the sting of a wasp, 



The Queen of England. 



Ill 



But yet is wise and chaste. 



That she is King Henry's daughter there is no doubt, 



Her red hair sparks like a Tudor fire, 



As the Tudor rose walks about, 



She has the bearing of a Sire. 



IV 



England is merry and wealthy, 



Shakespeare writes a new play, 



The Queen is strong and healthy, 




She lives to see another day. 
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"The Hunt" 



( Written Summer 2002 -Age 24) 



When the dogs caught scent of their prey, 



Everyone's heart began to raise, 



"So Howe!" all cried merry and gay, 



And set off for the big chase. 



II 



The hounds with the bells they wore, 




Filled the forest with sound, 



The lords more merry than before, 



When their prey they found. 
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"Manchet" 



( Written Summer 2002- Age 24) 




Do thou thinkest me so high born? 
To ask if my bread is manchet, 



Browne heat is all I eat this morn, 



I cannot afford manchet. 



II 



If poor thou eatest browncheat, 



Manchet is for a lord, 



Only the rich can buy wheat, 



Browncheat is all I can afford. 



PERSONAL POEMS 




The poems in this section are by far the most personal. 
Most are very abstract in nature and require a good deal of reflection to 
understand. These poems are the most intimate that I have written in the 
English language and reflect my thoughts, feelings, beliefs, as well as 



experiences. 



"The Cage Of Years" 
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(Written May. 26, 2003- Age 25) 
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I am in a cage of years, 



My essence trapped in youth, 



Loneliness brings tears, 



That beauty can never soothe. 



II 



They only see my face, 



But not what lies behind it, 



Why must youth erase? 



Who I am and hide it? 
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III 

My ancient mind is suffocating, 
Smothered by my baby face, 
Though wisdom is always emanating, 
Others can see no trace. 
IV 
Can two opposites exist together, 
And create a happy fate? 
Can a living paradox be better, 
Even if happiness comes too late? 



I am young and yet I am also old, 
One disguise hides the true other, 
My mind and body are not of the same mold, 
And youth is a mask that smothers. 
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VI 

My baby face has brought me no joy, 
Indeed it has caused me much woe, 
As if I were misfortune's toy, 
I have been brought low. 
VII 
Oh you blind people! 
Can you not see what I am? 
Are your eyes so feeble? 
That they shut up like a clam. 
VIII 
If I could remove the mask that is my face, 
You would see my true age, 
You would see the maturity in my gaze, 
And find my being serious and sage. 
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IX 
I float in a limbo always looking in, 
Young and old and yet belonging to neither fully, 
A battle of contrasts that I can never win, 
Until others see how I am truly. 
X 
Do you view a house before you open the door? 
So how can you see me truly unless you come inside? 
To those who wish to I can show more, 
And show them where my true self abides. 
XI 
Cage of youth open the door! 
I no longer wish to hide behind you, 
Let my true self out I implore, 
Hide me not from the world's view. 
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"A Comedy Of Ironies" 



(Written May. 26, 2003- Age 25) 




Irony, that mysterious word, 



That makes the wise laugh and fools cry, 



It blends reality with the absurd, 



And makes us always ask ourselves "Why?" 



II 



Fate likes to play a bizarre trick now and then, 



Using our lives as it's show, 



And we are unwilling actors who know not why or when, 



The curtains will go low. 
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III 

There are those who cry and scream, 
And those who do nothing but laugh, 
Some just ignore it and dream, 
Others cannot control their wrath. 
IV 
Anyway you choose to face it, 
Vulnerability remains firm, 
Resignation can soften it, 
As optimism can confirm. 



Irony that imp of fate, 
Whose laughter causes confusion, 

When it knocks on one's gate, 
The best weapon is resolution. 
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"Expressions In Latin" 



(Written May. 27, 2003- Age 25) 




Expressing myself in a learned tongue, 
Hiding my thoughts from the ignorant, 
Singing my feelings in a mute song, 
To be heard only by the literate. 



II 



There is a certain pleasure in being mysterious, 



"Mysterium gaudium portat?" 



One can be light hearted as well as serious, 



"Vita mysterium clamat." 
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III 



As my thoughts play hide and seek, 



The jewel hidden in the chamber that is my mind, 



May only allow a single peek, 



Many will search but only the wise shall find. 



IV 



Ancient vocabulary to shelter living thoughts, 



So that life can come from the dead, 



When the Present has from the Past refuge sought, 
There is no cage around what is said. 




VI 



Who would have ever said? 



The learned can be mysterious, 



In the days of Augustus and Pompeii, Even if the learned was once common, 
That a language known in every head, When troubles become zealous, 



Would conceal my thoughts today. 



Life obscurity summons. 



"A Silly Nursery Rhyme?" 
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(Written May.27, 2003- Age 25) 



So goes that famous children's rhyme, 



That says, " Wednesday s child is full of woe", 



And I have asked myself many a time, 
If the author knew something that we don't know. 




-"V 



II 



You see, it happens that on a Wednesday I was born, 
And woe has been with me for as long as I can remember, 



No springtime birds sing for me in the sweet morn, 



Everyday that passes seems to be the bleakest December. 



Ill 



Can a rhyme portray some truth? 



Can the childish be more real? 



Can the unknown soothe, 



The doubts that we all feel? 
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IV 
Can Humpty Dumpty be a philosopher in disguise, 

Teaching us a lesson when he fell? 

And what can we from Jack and Jill surmise, 

When they went up to the well? 



There is something almost eerie in these rhymes, 
Like a child-like sage saying, "I told you so!" 
We underestimate the innocent sometimes, 
And don't let our imaginations go. 
VI 
"Wednesday s child is full of woe", 
It sends a shudder through my spine, 
If I could say, "How did you know?" 
" Did you see me when you wrote that line?" 
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"The Eye" 
(Written May. 27, 2003- Age 25) 




Sphere of observation, 
Painter of perception, 
Filled with limitation, 
Ignorant to deception. 
II 
Art thou a window to the soul? 
Or perhaps it's trap door, 
Without thee can vision be whole? 
And like a free unshackled bird soar. 



Ill 



III 

Vision is a state of perception, 
The eye is a helpful cover, 
Physical appearances the exception, 
That as a mirage hovers. 
IV 
Pupil and Iris, thou givest the world it's light and shape, 
Understanding, thou givest it substance and reality, 
For from us meaning can easily escape, 
When trapped in the limited mold of physicality. 



Aha eye! Now see what thou art, 
The assistant of perception, not the master, 
Learn to accept thy humble part, 
And true vision shall come faster. 
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"Silence" 



(Written May. 27, 2003- Age 25) 




Nothing, nothing at all, 



Nothing audible that is, 



Only a thought that falls, 



In a pool of mental bliss. 



II 



Lips are rendered useless, 



There's only the voice of the soul, 



Speech becomes clueless, 



As profoundness takes it's toll. 
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III 

A lot can come out of nothing, 
Little raindrops of ideas and realizations, 

As if silence were mocking, 
The racket of our verbal demonstrations. 

IV 

Silence, muse of the mute, 

So soft it can lure sleep, 

Notes of a subconscious flute, 

That cuts within deep. 



Silence, invisible troubadour, 
With a lute that plays romances of thinking, 
Awareness is your paramour, 
Both of you are always linking. 



"A Jew From Spain And Puerto Rico" 
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(Written May. 27, 2003- Age 25) 



I never said that I was an Ashkenazi* 



My blood comes from Spanish Jews, 



"Horowitz" and "Einstein" may seem classy, 




But "Perez" and "Gonzalez" I'll not refuse. 



11 



My ancestors lived in the great learning centers of Spain, 



Not in the small shtetls* of Eastern European lands, 



Those who cannot accept the truth look with disdain, 



At someone like me who stereotypes cannot command. 



Ill 



Ladino*, not Yiddish* I understand, 



I like Jibaro* music and Flamenco* dancing, 



The feel of a castanetin my hand, 



In a sevillana* under the sun's glancing. 
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IV 



My family came to Puerto Rico from Spain, 



Hoping to obtain land and riches, 



Though they were well off, little was their gain, 



For they did not fulfill all their wishes. 







I like my kosher empanadas* with beans and rice, 
And my piha colada on a hot day, 



I say my prayers in a day thrice*, 



And ask HASHEM* to guide my way. 




VI 



Who says I'm not Jewish because I'm Spanish? 



Only ignorant people who know nothing of history, 
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They with their ignorance banish, 



The reality of the Anusim's* misery. 



VII 



G-D knows that the blood of Jacob is in me, 



So why should I care what others think? 



To be what I am, not what I "should" be, 



And cause all stereotypes to sink. 




VIII 



I say "Aman*!" not "Oy*!" 



Instead of kugel* I prefer flan*, 




I greet the Shabbat* with joy, 



And give tzedakah* when I can. 
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IX 



Just because my heritage was lost for a while, 



Does not mean that it must remain so, 



Destiny can sometimes smile, 



And let it's remaining captives go. 




X 



What delight to be a Latin Jew, 



Only to the ears of the ignorant does it sound strange or odd, 



I know who I am and what is true, 



I'll not allow ignorant strangers to estrange me from G-D. 



118 
Vocabulary: 1) "Ashkenazi" is a term used to describe the Jews of 
Eastern Europe (Russia, Poland, including also Germany). Almost all the 
Jews in the U.S. are Ashkenazim. Horowitz and Einstein are Polish and 
German last names that are frequently found among Ashkenazi Jews. 

2) A "shtetl" is a small Jewish village. 
3)"Ladino" is the language of the Spanish Jews. It is a mixture of medieval 

Spanish and Hebrew. 
4) "Yiddish" is the language of the Ashkenazic Jews. It is a mixture of 
medieval German with Hebrew. 

5) "Jibaro music" is the traditional music of Puerto Rico. It closely 
resembles the music of Spain and puts a lot of emphasis on stringed 
instruments such as the guitar and cuatro ( a 12 stringed guitar). 

6) "Flamenco music" is the traditional music of Southern Spain. It has 
strong Jewish and Arabic influences. 

7) A "sevillana" is a fast traditional dance from Seville, Spain and is 
considered a type of Flamenco. My paternal grandparents came from 

Seville. 
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8) "Empanadas" are a dish originally from Spain, but popular throughout 

Spanish-speaking Latin America. It consists of a pastry filled with 

ground beef, vegetables, and seasonings. The pastry is fried in olive oil. 

9) "pray thrice." In Judaism you traditionally pray three times a day. 
I try to follow this standard but (G-D forgive me) I sometimes lapse in my 

observance. 

10) "HASHEM" means "G-D" in Hebrew. Literally it means 
"THE NAME" because G-D's true name is too Holy to be pronounced by 

imperfect sinners like us. 

11) "Anusim" is the Hebrew term for Marrano. Both are terms used to 

describe the descendants of Spanish Jews that were forced to 
convert to Catholicism. 

12) "Aman!" is the Spanish Jewish equivalent of "; Ay!" in regular 
Spanish or "Oy!" in Yiddish. It is used as an exclamation when something 

bad or something surprising happens. It is hard to explain in written words. 

13) "Oy!" is the Ashkenazic equivalent of ";Ay!" in regular Spanish, and 
can insufficiently be translated into the "Oh!" in English, although the 
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"Oy!" is much more profound than an English "Oh!". Strangely enough 
the regular Spanish ";Ay!" is just as passionate as the Ashkenazic " Oy!". 
Spain's rich Jewish heritage could explain why this is so. 

14) "Kugel" is a potato pudding that is very firm. Popular among the 
Ashkenazim. I have eaten it and it is very good. 

15) "Flan" is a traditional dessert from Spain which is popular throughout 
Latin America and among the Spanish Jews. It is a type of custard with a 
caramel topping. Traditionally it uses milk, but some Sephardim 
(Spanish Jews) do a non-dairy version so that it can be eaten with meat 

dishes ( G-D's Law forbids eating meat and dairy foods together). 

16) "Shabbat" is the seventh and last day of the week. The Holy day of rest 
which G-D commanded in the Bible for us to observe. 

17) "Tzedakah" means "charity" in Hebrew. 
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"Hope Is Like Wine" 



(Written May. 28, 2003- Age 25) 




Hope is like wine, 



In moderation it is always quite sweet, 



But too much is not fine, 



We then our expectations cannot meet. 



11 



To become drunk in hope, 



Is to lose contact with reality, 



It is like a tying a rope, 



Which strangles our peace and sanity. 
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III 



Yet a life with no hope, 



Is a cart with no wheels, 



It loses all scope, 



Has no joy or ideals. 



IV 



Hope has it s day, 



When it shall be ripe, 




When joy shall have it s say, 



And sorrow shall be contrite. 



A glass of hope a day, 
Keeps alive and healthy the heart of faith, 



Our wishes are like grapes that pray, 



On the vine of desire while in hope they bathe. 
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VI 

Aged wine is sweeter, 
Aged hope is stronger, 
Doubt may seem bitter, 
But it s reach is longer. 
VII 
Hope is gaiety to the forlorn, 
Creating a bright riot in gloom, 
It always has doubt to scorn, 
As it makes new wishes bloom. 

VIII 
Always tiptoeing on the denied, 
Always proclaiming what is to be, 
In it the wisher always confides, 
Waiting for some new truth to see. 
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IX 



In the war of human passions, 



That are fighting for supremacy, 



Hope does not fight with actions, 



Yet it is not victim to brevity. 




XI 



Is hope waiting for a ship, Does the glass of hope overflow forever? 

That sunk in life s cruel ironies? Does it s bottle ever seem to have a lid? 
If skepticism takes a sip, Who can say, when possibilities join together, 



Could it perhaps perish direly' 



And desire makes one last bid. 



XII 



Elixir, curse, or blessing? 



Who should have hope to drink? 



It s nature keeps us guessing, 



As fate gives us a wink. 
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"The Ballad Of No One" 
(Written August.l2,2004-Age 26) 




The ballad of no one, 
Singing to an existence without identity, 
Claiming that a no one can be someone, 
Because even emptiness emanates sincerity. 



II 

It s a hard tale to believe, 
For indeed a tale is like one big character, 
I doubt that life can conceive, 
It's dramas without an actor. 
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III 
Perhaps if one ponders too profoundly, 
Thought may swallow up who we are, 
The self accompanies those who live soundly, 
As the distant moon follows the star. 

IV 

So sing no more of confusion, 
A no one is someone because they are, 
Give not identity absolution, 
For then the reality of existence has flown far. 
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"Moonlight Vision" 



( Written August.5, 2004- Age 26) 




Moonlight vision in the twilight of a dream, 



Can provide the speck of light that it needs to 



be reborn, 



Moonlight vision is not as feeble as it 



might seem, 



For sometimes too much light causes the link 



II 



of guidance to be torn. 



One must follow the main path, 



In order to see the wider world some day, 



Confusion leads only to frustration and wrath, 



When too many roads hide the true way. 
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III 

The moonbeam always observes as it directs, 
The sunlight in it's abundance cares not where it goes, 
Yet amidst pallid light the radiant truth reflects, 
To the curiosity of it's seeker what it knows. 
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"When Silence Speaks" 



(Written: August.5, 2004 -Age 26) 



When silence speaks boldly to justify itself, 



The inaudible revels in the unlikely role of 



an orator, 



Each minute is a riddle to be deciphered by 
myself, 
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And truth is enveloped in a mysterious air which seems to grow greater. 



II 



Silent words are the seemingly empty spaces of seconds, 



Abundant in essence but devoid of sound, 



They are an enemy to patience when the pendulum of time reckons, 



That it s rhetoric could forever to it's dance be bound. 
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III 

Can the absence of words make one sage? 
Can the ghost of the unspoken be more appealing? 

Or like eternity itself does it reek of age? 
A cracked mirror that distorts what we are feeling. 

IV 
Surely the dance of self expression, 
Cannot only emerge from syllables gathering together, 
So then surely our greatest transgression, 
Is when our hearts refuse to listen better. 
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Maze Of Lies 



(Written: February 8-9, 2009- 30 years) 




I am traveling through a maze of lies, 



That are masquerading as truth, 



And real truth becomes a bird that flies, 



While deceit is still a youth. 



11 



I have always found wackiness in falsehood, 
As I greatly fear Pinocchio s elixir, 



When envy and malice form a brotherhood, 



Fantasy and evil are for sure in the mixture. 
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III 



In this maze of twisted glass, 



Each reflection is a calumny, 



I find hypocrisy everywhere I pass, 



Where honesty is considered a fallacy. 




IV 



Walls of deception try to hide me from myself, 



And try to reflect to the world an imposter bearing my face, 
However a lie may twist the truth but it cannot live off itself, 



So while I know the truth there is no true disgrace. 
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"My Silent Little Genius " 



(Written: March 3, 2009 - 31 years) 



For my beautiful, brilliant, and silent boy Wencito. I love and value you my son. 




That child that rarely speaks, 



Could spell written words at the age of two, 



It is sad that envy always injury seeks, 



And so they claim to be experts on what they never knew. 



II 



He is the silent sage, 



Though his silence serves as a target for those who despise him, 

It hides the abundance of what he knows for his age, 
But it also exhibits a pride that does not allow him to perform 



at another's whim. 
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My beautiful boy, the evil of others does not let them see your worth, 
So handsome, so kind, so inquisitive, and so in love with learning, 
The little silent boy who is always thinking has eyes filled with 
mischief and mirth, 
Letters, music, and numbers are his passions and to know more he 
is always yearning. 

IV 
They never loved him yet they claim to know him more, 
Than the mother who bore him, 
His father's love for him torments them like a festering sore, 
And so the genuine light of his beauty grows for them more dim. 



To hate the innocent is to hate decency, 
To hate decency is to hate why we are living, 
Immorality bestows on envy too much leniency, 
And threatens to destroy the empty one that is no longer feeling. 
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VI 



My charming boy has charisma and beauty, 



My little man has the strength of a Samson, 



To educate and guide him is my sacred duty, 



And I delight in a boy so smart and handsome. 



VII 



At one and a half he could sing as sweetly 



as a bird, 



At two he discovered the world of numbers and letters, 
Though he does not speak often, he can remember vocabulary that 



months before he has heard, 



His mind is razor sharp, and wanting to learn, he loves to be corrected 



in the hope of becoming better. 
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VIII 



The child that "cannot " speak has a polyglot vocabulary, 
At three he could say words in English, French, Hebrew, & Spanish, 



He has observation skills that are truly 



extraordinary, 



And he has always been surrounded by 



books to give him an academic advantage. 



IX 




At two he could lift up a chair with one little arm, 



At one and a half my adventurous intellectual would jump out of his crib, 



But I was always there to keep him from harm, 




While a smile would emerge on his small lips. 
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X 



At the age of three he could write words and draw, 



At three he could play "Twinkle Little Star " on 



the piano by ear , 



At three he started drawing everything that he saw, 



He even learned to write words in Hebrew while I sat near. 



XI 



Cars, houses, TVs, and trains he would draw with great precision, 



He would finish each meal by saying "Amen ", 



To keep on teaching him more complicated things was my ambition, 
While he kept telling me to write for him again and again. 



XII 



But the silence of my little genius was just what they needed, 



To ridicule him and to mock that which he has in abundance, 



They must put him down in order not to feel defeated, 



And so they laugh at the little intellectual who only shows what he 



knows with reluctance. 
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XIII 



My beautiful boy was born a blessing, 



He is so sweet and friendly with everyone, 



His curious nature always keeps you guessing, 



What he would do next when he tries to observe 



someone. 





XIV 



My little genius has a sweet 



but persistent nature, 



His determination is as strong as steel, 



His has more wit than more talkative children I'll any day wager, 



And with his kindness he lets others his love feel. 
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XV 



He's beautiful and compassionate, 



But like all geniuses he is not easily understood, 



Much less by those who are uncompassionate, 



And who lack the wisdom of what is truly good. 



XVI 



He has lived in an atmosphere where learning 



is the greatest pleasure, 
Taught to Bless G-D for all that he receives, 



I know my little sage and realize that he is a 



treasure, 



But I fear what he may suffer at the hand of 



those who deceive. 
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XVII 



Though he looks like his father he has my 



love of learning, 



So I, better than anyone can understand him, 



I too know that excitement that keeps the flame 



of thought burning, 




And how misunderstanding can turn that world of ideas grim. 



XVIII 



He likes to build things with his hands, he loves to create, 

He revels in challenge and demands perfection, 
He prefers to run and explore and does not think that TV is that great, 
And when he does decide to show off his talents he demands attention. 





Hfl 
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XIX 

You fools who ridicule him, he knows his own name! 
G-D sees the evil in your heart when you ask him his name and 
revel in his silence, 
He can write his first and last name as well as his brother s 

name as easily as if it were a game, 
Yet you who hate him, cling desperately to anything he does 
for in your hatred there is violence. 

XX 
When my sweet boy is focused on something he ignores everything else, 

He is a child of few words and many creative thoughts, 
He learns everything that he wishes to learn, with a determination 

that never fails, 
He only talks when he wishes to, usually when his speech is not sought. 
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XXI 



My beautiful boy, brilliant yet secretive, 



You hide your knowledge as a pirate hides his treasure, 
You see things in ways that are unique and imaginative, 
And only those who love you can see that your potential has no measure. 
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"Little Galileo " 
(Written: March.3, 2009- 31 years) 



Gorgeous little charmer with curls that are dirty blond, 
Adorable giggle that finds humor in the innocent, 
Chubby little face of which I am so fond, 
As I fall under the spell of Galileo the magnificent. 

II 
Handsome little baby that counts up to three, 
A worthy accomplice for his brother's mischievous deeds, 

Seeing through his eyes one can be free, 
From the chains that are found where malice leads. 
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III 



I love that little stargazer with the 



twinkling eyes, 



Those little hands that have found 



in the past refuge in mine, 
That cute pouting mouth when he out 




of frustration cries, 



Soon disappears when I assure him that all will be fine. 



IV 



I nearly died once so that he may live, 



And looking at him I know that it was all worthwhile, 



He is a precious treasure that never ceases to give, 



Countless reasons for my sad face to smile. 
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" Sephardic Boys" 

(Written: March 8, 2009 - 31 years) 



The Inquisition decided their fate, 
For centuries our ancestors lived lost, 
But the G-D of Jacob was determined to wait, 
Knowing that some would return, no matter what the cost. 

II 
Beautiful boys born to lost traditions, 
Through them the lost world of the Piza, the Guadalupes, and 
the Perez will resurrect, 
They will learn all that at one time seemed doomed to perdition, 
And so the blood of Judah will a monument to survival erect. 
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III 
Hearing chants and songs last heard in Medieval Spain, 
Learning to write in the language of Yeshua* and Moses, 
To show their ancestors that their sacrifice was not in vain, 
That a sweet scent can persevere among the thorns of the roses. 

IV 
The blood of Jewish Sefarad* is in them, 
Rabbis, scholars, and farmers are in their blood, 
The passage of time has created a gem, 
That shines above the surface of forgetfulness' flood. 



1) Yeshua - The Hebrew name of Jesus. 

2) Sefarad - Spain in Hebrew. 
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Sephardic boys, so beautiful and brilliant, 
The prophet Obadiah spoke of many that are like you*, 
That embodies the strength of a people that are resilient, 
We fall to rise up again, and never will totally forget all that we knew. 

VI 
From Israel to Spain and from Spain to Puerto Rico, 
Centuries and miles still hang on to what will be, 
And so forgotten things like rain will trickle, 
Into our lives, until that which was buried becomes as visible as 
a tall tree. 
1) The prophet Obadiah ... - Referring to the end time prophecy found 
in Obadiah 1:20 which states that the descendants of the Jews from 
Spain shall settle in the cities of southern Israel. According to ancient 
Sephardic tradition the Jews of Spain are descended from the house of 
David and the tribe of Judah. Jews have been living in Spain since 
Biblical times, but a large migration arrived after the Romans destroyed the 
Second Temple in Jerusalem and exiled all the Jews from Israel in 70 CE (AD). 
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" Summer In Ocean Parkway " 



( Written: March 8, 2009 - 31 years) 



Summer In Ocean Parkway, 
Trees shading benches filled with people, 
Abundance of light on a summer's day, 




Delighting the young and the old with a warmth not feeble. 



II 



The sound of Hasidic children playing, 



Rejuvenate the neighborhood as I walk on my way, 



To the house of my friend who is waiting, 



While caressed by the wind that causes the lush leaves to sway. 



Ill 



It seems so far away now, 



But then it was monotonous and common, 



Yet absence can nostalgia endow, 



Upon that which our minds never thought to summon. 
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IV 

Summer in Ocean Parkway, 
Elderly Russian men playing chess, 
Beautiful houses on display, 
And the sound of community which never grew less. 



Miles of benches and trees, 
A blue sky to witness a place teeming with Jewish life, 
Sidewalks with grass and flowers surrounded by bees, 
Calm and quiet, with not the slightest hint of strife. 

VI 
There was the bicycle lane and the walking lane, 
The birds chirped at an urban atmosphere with a touch of rural, 
With the years the memory does not wane, 
And what was pleasant remains, though the blows of fate be brutal. 
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" Among My Father's Books " 
( Written: March 8, 2009 -31 years) 
I 
At that time, perhaps sorrow seemed a distant fate, 
The only things that seemed near were old pages filled with 
words and Mozart's music, 
A wooden desk and a typewriter that in my recollections shall not fade, 
And that sense of space that was strangely acoustic. 
11 
A painting of Antonio Paoli as Othello, 

Hung above thousands of books, 
Many of whose pages had begun to turn yellow, 
And which grabbed my attention with their ancient looks. 

Ill 
It was there that the seed was planted, 
I hungered for learning and books became my best friends, 
I could learn anything that I wanted, 
And I would learn in my life that what ill will destroys , wisdom mends. 




151 

IV 
Books from the 1800's were an everyday sight, 
Literature, science, history, music, I had it all at my disposal, 
To my young eyes those books were like stars that shone bright, 
And to learn something worthwhile was always the most attractive proposal. 




An aria sung by Pavarotti while I learned to read, 
A cantata by Bach when I started to draw, 
Words that started a hungry mind to feed, 
And allowed me to realize the power behind creativity with awe. 

VI 
He was always reading and I was always observing, 
Our only TV languished in the corner of the living room barely seen, 
And I think that from that age, I conceived the notion that I must create 
in order to be deserving, 
Of a life, that though not always pleasant, must leave some trace of 
what I've been. 
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" Brooklyn Song " 



(Written: March 8, 2009 - 31 years) 




Brooklyn where I was born, 



Brooklyn, both noisy urban and suburban quiet, 



The Brooklyn Bridge glitters in the early morn, 
Trees, sidewalks with chalk drawings, and a multitude of voices 



make out of life a colorful riot. 



II 



Going to a picnic in Prospect Park, 



Looking at countless buildings through 



the window of the F train, 



Downtown Brooklyn is lit up even after it's dark, 




And the streets are filled with folk that appear different yet are the same. 
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III 



Public libraries that sell ten books for a dollar, 



The Italians in Bensonhurst selling pizzas for 



those that long for a warm lunch, 



The occasional adorable stray walking around without a collar, 
And the M exican rose vendor that sells you flowers by the bunch. 



IV 



The Chinese in Bay Parkway selling 



soy milk and black bean cakes, 



The Hasidics in Avenue P that sell you 



delicious falafel in pita bread, 



The young man that runs to catch the bus no matter what it takes, 




And the daredevil that jaywalks when the light is red. 
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Brooklyn sings to life and action, 



Brooklyn blends all peoples into a 



vibrant rainbow, 



That inspires every kind of expression 



and reaction, 




And lifestyles that range from tranquil to "rush and go". 



VI 




Not every neighborhood has nocturnal cars honking, 



Some neighborhoods at night are so peaceful, 
That except for a cat's meow not even on a 

door will you hear knocking, 
While people sleep in their beds blissful. 
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VII 



The children of P.S. 226 playing at lunch time, 



Fill the whole block with the energy of their sound, 



Each sound is part of a patched up poem that seems to rhyme, 
As sometimes there seems to be more beauty where improvisation 



is found. 




VIII 
I loved those discount stores in 
Jay Street Borough Hall! 
Where the elderly African American 
women would find their sewing 
supplies and cloth, 
Downtown Brooklyn would intimidate the suburban Brooklynite 
with buildings so tall, 
And the homeless man on the bench 
would move him to compassion while 
reminding him of sloth. 
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IX 



Street musicians displaying their talents, 



For the applause or indifference of the crowd, 



The hot Brooklyn sun on their faces sends, 



A ray of light to cheer up the will of the gifted and the proud. 



The woman who on the train eats her egg roll, 
Has to get off at Fort Hamilton Parkway, 



The hustle and bustle may for a moment take 



it's toll, 




But arriving home all tensions melt away. 



XI 



Bushwick is only for those who like danger, 
Where you can find adventure on every block, 
But there are places where the sights and thrills are saner, 
And where you need not worry about how many daylight hours are 



left in the cloc k. 
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XII 



Ocean Parkway is king of 



pedestrian pathways, 



Stroll under trees all the way 



to Coney Island, 



Delight of the walker on those 



breezy spring days, 



And trees that sing of calm with leaves that are silent. 



XIII 



Brooklyn may also have an ugly side, 



But there is still a lot of beauty to spare, 



There are many neighborhoods that fill us with pride, 



Though places like Bushwick may seem a nightmare. 
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XIV 



Brooklyn ranges from the economic to the 



expensive, 



Some prefer the mall while others prefer 



the ninety nine cents store, 



Attitudes range from the "who cares " to the defensive, 



And traffic jams turn driving into a chore. 



XV 



Don't venture into Fifth Avenue unless 



you speak Spanish, 




That's where I used to get my vegetarian quesadillas after shopping, 




Walking nearly treeless blocks 



hoping to banish, 



The heat from the sun baked cement 



that has one's head throbbing. 
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XVI 



An ambulance is noisy but it does not 



make a lively scene, 



Police cars are seen in some 




neighborhoods more than in others, 



The gems of Brooklyn's crown are the places that are green, 

Where children peacefully play under the watchful eyes of their mothers. 




XVII 



Brooklyn, that once was all farmland, 



Time has changed it into a mixture of city 



and countryside, 
Sitting in a park or on Coney Island Beach's sand, 
One can see that the beauty of Brooklyn is too 
great to hide. 
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" Prey Of The Tongue " 



(Written: March 4, 2009 - 31 years) 



I am the prey of the tongue, 



Yet I do not care, 



Honor cannot be crushed by what is wrong, 



And lies never are fair. 




II 



"Come and get me tongue! 
Blab away with your slander, 
Go and sing your ill will song, 
My determination is not yet any blander." 



Ill 



The tongue hunts me with it's calumnies, 



But justice is much swifter, 



Than empty words to crown the height of all vanities, 



Only to hide within a mouth that is sinister. 
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" You Laugh And I Laugh " 



( Written: March. 8, 2009 - 31 years) 




You laugh because you think that I'm odd, 



I laugh because I know that you are, 



Your mockery definitely is no rod, 



And it only shows me your scar. 



II 



You and I laugh for different reasons, 
You laugh seeking to hurt, while I laugh at what is real, 
What is, will remain with the changes of the seasons, 
You laugh and I laugh, yet only I show what I feel. 



Ill 



Your laugh is a testament to your disgrace, 



My laugh is a testament to my perseverance, 
Your mockery is used to hide your true face, 



But it can never alter my true appearance. 
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IV 
You laugh and I laugh, but one of us is dead 

in life, 
The emptiness in you must be more than you 

can bear, 
When you seek to find pleasure in destructive strife, 
And then complain when people do not allow you to create 

more despair. 

V 

You laugh and I laugh, for we see different things, 
You see what you cannot understand while I see the irony that I can, 
Go on laughing and see what your ignorance brings, 
When there is no restraint it's because emptiness has nothing to ban. 

VI 
Laughing can be an arrow or a mirror, 
You laugh and I laugh, but who will continue on? 
Only one of us has a heart as cold as winter, 
And only those who will never bloom find evil fun. 
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" Reason Rhymes With Love " 



(Written: March.9, 2009 - 31 years) 




Can you love what you do not know? 



See... Reason rhymes with love, 



Can what is not nurtured grow? 



Can clouds remain clouds if not seen above? 



II 



You love what you have reason to, 



Although sometimes those reasons are not allowed to be seen, 
Sometimes accepting what is loveworthy is hard to do, 



Reason rhymes with love, and sadly hatred with the obscene. 
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III 



To reason is to know, 



To know is to value, 



And value allows you to sow, 



A love that can blossom anew. 




IV 



Philosopher you need not be, 



Only aware of the worthy, 



Indifference can sometimes become a sea, 



That drowns instead of satisfying the thirsty. 
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" Letter To A New Yorker " 



(Written: March 9, 2009 - 31 years) 




You were not born to hassle, 



Though you expect things in a rush, 



For you the city is one great castle, 



Where things become golden with your touch. 



11 



I know how it is for I was 



born there, 



Though the skyscrapers never did cause 



in me much awe, 



You sometimes feel that you don't have 




a moment to spare, 



And like a bee in an urban hive you feel that activity is 



one constant law. 
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III 



How is the Big Apple these days' 



More grand I bet, even while the cost of living goes through the roof, 
Yet no one seems to worry much about what the other says, 
And there is the consolation of privacy among those that are aloof. 




IV 



I do miss the museums and the libraries, 



It's cultural sophistication just can't 



be beat, 



Well, enough about those old memories, 



The future cannot be allowed to suffer at the hands of the past it's defeat. 
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I hear that the train and bus fare 



went up again, 



Whew! That MTA* will squeeze your wallets dry! 




I also heard that you might move but 
that you don't know where or when, 

Many of us move and then afterwards 
wonder why. 
VI 



Please don't tell me the gossip that you heard in your local 



grocery store, 



Tell me instead in what month did the flowers bloom this year, 



And if you still have time you can 



tell me more, 



About how life is going in a city that 



never seems to shed a tear. 




1) MTA- Metropolitan Transit Authority of New York City 
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"Awaiting What Was Taken" 



(Written: March 11, 2009- 31 years) 



This poem was written while I was waiting to see my boys. 




II 



Awaiting the treasure, 



Little stolen cherubs, 



That was stolen from me, 



Your pain may delight others, 



I can find little pleasure, 



But far from you my heart sobs, 



Until I see injustice flee. Yet I know that an angel above you hovers. 
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III 



In a few moments I shall see both of you, 



Your little faces will provide some temporary relief, 



The bonds that unite us are too strong to undo, 



Meanwhile we shall have faith in G-D during the time of our grief. 



HAIKUS 




Haiku is a traditional style of Japanese poetry that is extremely 
laconic in nature, although by no means less expressive than other 
more lengthy styles. The whole Haiku must be a total of 17 syllables. 
5 syllables in the first line,7 in the second line, and again 5 in the 
third line. Haikus require even more wit than other styles because 
you have to express an idea in few words. 
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Assorted Haikus (Written September 1, 2004 - 26 years) 



The Shadow 




Dark essence present, 
Emulator of objects, 
Banished By The light. 



Rain 



Watery fingers, 
Feeding the need to blossom, 
Let them drink your touch. 




The Mocker 



Ignorance shining, 
Mocks the unreachable star, 
Needs to gain wisdom. 
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Haikus On Women 



(Written March. 8, 2009 -31 years) 



Mother 



She will always give, 
Born to nurture and to love, 
Sacrifice always. 




Wife 



Helper and lover, 
Born to inspire and to love, 
Pillar of the home. 




Girl 



Start of a blossom, 
Innocence to be molded, 
For a distant day. 




Femininity 



Strength and gentleness, 
She will lead while she follows, 
Faithfulness so sweet! 
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Haikus On Landscapes 



(Written: March 9, 2009 - 31 years) 




Sea 



Profound and so vast, 
Pathway to the big wide world, 
Sail on bold, brave one! 



Cherry Blossom 

Beautiful blossoms, 
Art displayed among nature, 
For wise grateful eyes. 
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Bird Song 



Language of the small, 
Sounds that take flight like small wings, 
Sweet sounds among trees. 



Haikus On Rural Life 



(Written: March 9, 2009 - 31 years) 



173 



Rice Paddy 



Hard work for today, 
Means full stomachs tomorrow, 
No time now to play. 





Country Girls 



They smell like flowers, 
Hardworking yet so graceful, 
Smiles like sun showers. 



Farmer 



Strong hands that can plant, 
The earth gives up her treasures, 
So they know no want. 



WESTERN POEMS 




This section contains historical poems about the 
Old American West and frontier life. 



"The Belle Of The Town" 



(Written: August 19, 2004- 26 years) 
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She was the belle of the town, 



Lovely in her new Calico dress, 
Yet her face was always looking down, 



I 



And what she thought they could only guess. 



II 



Cowboys aplenty would serenade her with their guitars, 
Their rough faces creating incredibly soft sounds, 



Singing about how her eyes sparkled like the distant stars, 



And about how sweetness goes where love abounds. 



Ill 



If only the much coveted belle of the town, 



Would not love the schoolmaster so, 



Many a cowboy's smile would not have turned into a frown, 



And hearts that yearn would not see their hopes go. 
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"The Pioneer's Ballad" 



(Written: August 19, 2004 - 26 years) 




Rise with the rooster to greet the morn, 



Rise to battle with the land and with life, 



Only to relinquish when the body is worn, 



And to find under the moon a rest from daily strife. 



II 



Chores and struggles are a homage to survival, 



A plow in hardened hands to wrestle with the land, 



Yet through perseverance there is a revival, 



Of the virtues that allow courage to make a stand. 



Ill 



Effort is fed on fried chicken and cornbread, 



Life is nourished through joys and tears, 



And so the cycle of seasons are bred, 



Out of the inevitable union between nature and years. 
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"The Preacher Of The Saloons" 
(Written: August 19, 2004 - 26 years) 




He was a preacher who preached the Word, 

In a den of smoke and confusion, 
Among the poker tables where nothing was heard, 
Except the malicious laughter born of a vain illusion. 

II 
Like a feeble candle surrounded by night, 
He hoped his spark would set the dark ablaze, 
By teaching blind souls the importance of light, 
With the Good Book in his hands to guide through the haze. 

Ill 
They looked at him with mockery yet fear, 
Those rugged saloon men who preferred not to see, 
Among them only a few brave souls would hear, 
And realize what they could be. 
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"The Apple Trees In The Garden " 



(Written: March 22, 2009- 31 years) 
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Those beautiful apple trees that took so long to grow, 
Are the pride of Ma's garden, who makes the best apple pies, 
What is valuable always takes time and effort as we all know, 



And so those juicy apples are like rubies that delight our eyes. 
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II 
In Ma's garden there are potatoes, beans, pumpkins, and corn, 
But those beautiful apples are as sweet as honey, 
Those trees were planted in the year that I was born, 
So they're as old as I, though I find that a bit funny. 

Ill 
Our whole family makes apple butter for the cold winter months, 

We love the smell of apples cooking in that large copper kettle, 
And when Ma makes those dried -apple pies the whole family runs, 
To be the first at the table to settle. 

IV 
Apple cider never tasted better than when accompanied by cornbread, 
Those apple trees in the garden bring us joy throughout the year, 
They give us shade with their leaves and with their fruit help to 

keep us well fed, 
And the sweet songs of the occasional birds that take refuge in them 
are a pleasure to hear. 
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" A Homesteader's Lament " 



(Written: March 22, 2009- 31 years) 




Land was promised to those that 



were willing to work, 



And so many left all for the dreams 



of the future, 



But in every rose a thorn always has to lurk, 



And sometimes fate can become an abuser. 



II 



"Just improve the land for five years and it's yours." they said, 



But one hundred and sixty acres was not large enough, 



To keep a large Western family clothed and fed, 



Especially when the land was not arable which made planting tough. 
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III 



After leaving it all it was the railroad that came out the winner, 
They got the best land while the homesteader had to bite the dust, 
And so those who had sacrificed all found that their gains grew thinner, 



Forcing them to return to a place where everything had been lost. 
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"The Schoolhouse " 
(Written: March 22, 2009 - 31 years) 




It was made out of logs and had only one room, 
The schoolmaster looked ominous with a ruler 
in his hand, 

Fear can make it difficult for knowledge to bloom, 
And so the mind can become as infertile as the driest land. 

II 

Some children preferred their Ma to teach them their ABC's, 

Than to be sitting on a hard bench listening to the schoolmaster's 

stern voice, 

In winter it was difficult to write as their hands would freeze, 

But as the school was mostly open in the winter they had no choice. 



182 



III 



The unruliest boys were recognized by their bruises, 
The slowest boy in the school would make excuses for not learning, 
While the schoolmaster explained that one becomes what one chooses, 
And the others looked at the ruler in his hand that kept turning. 




IV 



A simple place with a grand vision, 



To fuel the ambitions of a pioneer, 



For ignorance in the world leads to division, 



And each thing learned buries an unfounded fear. 



183 



" A Cowboy's Life " 



(Written: March 22, 2009 - 31 years) 




There was no glamour in the cowboy, 



His life was a hard one as he drove the cattle to the market, 



Loneliness and toil bring little joy, 



And there were few who could gaze at the photo of a sweetheart 



in a locket. 
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II 



A grueling dusty job with only a few minutes of relaxation each day, 
Working fourteen hours a day and sleeping only six, 
The cattle had to be watched day and night so that they would not stray, 
During the endless hours day and night seemed to mix. 

Ill 
Bacon, beans, bread, coffee, dried fruit, and potatoes are not 
the best foods, 
For someone that has to endure 

heavy physical and emotional strain, 
Yet earning thirty to forty dollars a 
month he could buy a variety of goods, 
But there was no tender hand to ease loneliness' pain. 
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IV 



Those spurs are a badge of instability, 



Sadly adorning the feet of a 



tired, lonely, wandering man, 



Wearing rugged clothes that seem to defy civility, 



And life seems like a wild horse that one has to control when one can. 



The two annual roundups were in the fall and in the spring, 
With time off in the cattle towns to spend his hard earned money 



on the good and on the bad, 



Finding happiness in such a life is like grabbing a flying eagle 



by the wing, 



And so in the cowboys nomadic life was much that was sad. 
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"Oregon Or Bust!" 



(Written: March 27, 2009 - 31 years) 



Their slogan was " All of Oregon* 



or none , 



And everyone knew that they meant 



business as they left in their 



"Prairie Schooner* ", 




Through trials and tears that fertile farm land had to be won, 
And the best claims would go to those who got there sooner. 



1) Oregon: Oregon was the pioneer term used to describe the Pacific Northwest of 
America which included not the only present state of Oregon, but the states of 
Washington, Idaho, Montana, and Wyoming as well as the present day Canadian 
province of British Columbia. 

2) Prairie Schooner: Name given to pioneer wagons because they were like 
ships traveling through seas of prairie grass. 



187 




II 



And so would begin a slow and arduous trip, 



With an optimistic guide book in their hands, 



Lack of clean water creating parched lips 



yearning for a sip, 



Through hardships they are seduced by the vision 



of beautiful arable lands. 

Ill 



\-4»* 



Best pray to G-D that that wagon does not 



break down, 



Hurry on before the winter comes and ruins your journey, 
Best pray that crossing the river those animals do not drown, 



Many shall try but success shall only smile upon the worthy. 
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IV 



Many a child has become an orphan due 



to disease, 



Dysentery is more dangerous than any 



Indian attack, 

With each day the provisions grow slimmer and no one is at ease, 
As with the passage of time the flour gradually 






disappears from the sack. 
V 
Hunting accidents, and dead animals 
were part of the trip, 
To get there crossing two thousand miles 

was a must, 
The reality of risk stared at them with each wooden cross 

that read R.I.P., 
Yet their brave souls continued to chant through their deeds 



"Oregon or bust ! " 
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" The Railroad Is Coming!" 



(Written: March 27, 2009- 31 years) 
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The railroad is coming! 
Hooray? Hooray? 
The beginning of the end is starting, 
And with it will come a new way. 



11 



Say to the isolation of a close-knit community farewell, 



Convenience will bring with it an end to the old ways, 



What will come of so much change only the future can tell, 



But the blindfold seems to become tighter when one strays. 
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III 



Soon the saloons will be coming to this town, 
And your children will hear words that are 
dirtier than a baby's bottom, 
But by then those tracks will not disappear with 

the appearance of your frown, 
And your hopes shall fall forever like leaves fall in the autumn. 

IV 



I preferred the old wagon when it 



meant neighbors living together, 



When it meant children learning 



to respect, 




Traveling on a train you might feel as light as a feather, 



But to have it easy will you our values reject? 
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The railroad means more strangers, 



The railroad means saloons filled 



>>: ; ^i 



with rowdy men, 



The railroad brings a world of 



dangers, 



And once it comes what will you do then? 



VI 



I do not want my land to be taken, 



To build tracks on only to end my way of life, 



Can good old fashioned right and wrong be forsaken? 



Rejecting the good for the bad leads to generations of strife. 
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VII 



Get those saloon girls out of here! 
I want my little girl to grow up a G-D Fearing 



woman who loves her home, 



To be afraid of what is wrong is the best type of fear, 
I want to worship G-D and work on my land 



without seeing sin roam. 




VIII 



The choo choo of the train, 



Will bring future tears to your eyes, 
Crops cannot be harvested under constant rain, 



And out of constant darkness the sun cannot rise. 
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" The Reluctant Chief " 



(Written: March 27, 2009 - 31 years) 




He looked with disdain at the white man's way, 



How could they just come here and take his 



people's land? 



Only to drag them to reservations hoping their 



language to slay, 



Must animosity always accompany what one does not understand? 



II 



"The only good Indian is a dead 



Indian." some of them would 



malevolently say, 



They killed all the buffalo and now their 




presence is only a ghost, 



So why should they complain when his people choose to display, 



Their justifiable anger at seeing how they abuse and then boast? 
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The eagle feather WILL remain on 

For many moons their tipis have been 
embraced by this land, 
So why give up only to continue living dead? 
Better to show some dignity and take a last stand. 
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" Cider And A Tale Tonight " 

(Written: March 20, 22, 2009- 31 years) 





Simple pleasures are a balm for the soul, 

The lack of which can turn each tomorrow into a drought, 

Where the vanity of working for what one does not enjoy takes it's toll, 

And each day seems as gloomy as a cloud. 

II 

The night seems to beckon repose, 
A P/> ,e 
C l(f €1T The mouth seems to yearn the sweet taste of cider, 

For the land has been mistress since the sun arose, 

And with each day it's bounty seems to grow brighter. 

Ill 

Snug little cabin, crowded yet cozy, 

A fire that warms and that tickles the darkness with it's flames, 

A family that enjoys the glow so soft and rosy, 

And children that gather around their mother as she calls out their names. 
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IV 

The infinity of the imagination, 
Seems to be a pioneer's best nocturnal friend, 
And so a tale seems to be an invitation, 
That seems to signal the beginning of the day's end. 



Full bellies and full minds, 
To fill the few empty hours before going to sleep, 

He who searches always finds, 
Though a crop of illusions be always hard to reap. 

VI 

There is the story about how grandpa came from England long ago, 

And legends from the local Indian tribe, 

Readings from the Bible to help them spiritually grow, 

And looking at an old atlas while imagining other lands with 

loved ones by their side. 
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VII 

Cider and a tale tonight, 
A family united in adversity and in pleasure, 
Where there is will there is might, 
And the rising of the sun marks the daily uncovering of 
a timeless treasure. 
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" The Young Pony Express Rider " 



(Written: March 22, 2009 -31 years) 



Getting your mail in ten days 



carried a heavy price, 



For the young Pony Express 




Rider not barely seventeen, 



As an orphan he thought that earning twenty five dollars a week would 



be nice, 



And so with rose colored eyes he accepted dangers yet unseen. 




11 



The year was 1860 when mail had been slow, 



To ride from Missouri to California riders 



were needed, 



So the young skinny wiry fellow had to 



always be on the go, 



Hoping that time would allow itself to be defeated. 
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III 



If a relief rider was not available to take over, 



The poor tired lad had to change horses and 



keep going, 



When it was raining he had only his hat under 



which to keep cover, 



Now can one imagine the hardships that he had when it was snowing 



?? 



"Little Birds Come To Greet Me" 



(Written: March 22, 2009 - 31 years) 
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Little birds come to greet me, 



On a prairie morn, 



Their lovely colors are a joy to see, 



And their song has only silence to scorn. 



II 




Ma says that they are nature's musicians, 
And that they make the leaves of any tree exceedingly refined, 

Yet their little eyes seem to look around with suspicion, 
Before starting to sing perhaps wondering if I will mind. 



Ill 



Fluttering wings and sweet notes, 



Little birds amiable yet timid, 



On them graceful beauty dotes, 



While I enjoy the spring air that seems mildly frigid. 
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" Ode To The Frontier Housewife " 



( Written: March 22, 2009- 31 years) 



I tell you, no woman ever worked so hard, 



As that multi-skilled woman called the frontier housewife, 



She seems determined to overcome with each day's start, 



Like a wild rose blooming, even when adversity is her life. 




II 



Work is another synonym 



for day, 



For it is the master of her hours, 



To the rythym of endless chores 



her tired body must sway, 



Yet despite the countless hardships her mood never sours. 
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III 



She came out West with her husband, 



Her dowry was a heart full of dreams, 



The sunlight decorated her hair like flowers 



forming a garland, 



And her hair looked like honey under it's soft beams. 



IV 



Sacrifice and hope gave way to some prosperity, 



One child followed another until they had a 



huge brood, 



Sloth has long declared to abundance it's enmity, 



So she took the time to teach her children that the 




long path is good. 
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Hardworking muse of stability, 



Reflection of the woman described 



in Proverbs thirty one, 



Each skill forms part of a rainbow of abilities, 



And each day only serves to show her that her will has won. 



VI 



She made clothes for her family from wool or flax, 
With her spinning wheels, loom, dye pots, and quilting frames, 
This among her other chores left her little time to relax, 
But while she was spinning she enjoyed watching her children play games. 
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VII 



She knew which plants to use to make dye, 



Walnut hulls gave her the brown of her 



husband's hair, 



Indigo gave her the blue of a sunny sky, 



And the petals of asters would give her the yellow 




of her hair so fair. 




VIII 



Homemade soap made from ashes and old fat, 



Would be used to wash the clothing that 



boiled in the kettle, 



It had already been hours since she had last sat, 



And she hoped to hang out the washing if the 



rain would not meddle. 
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IX 



When she went downhill to 



fetch water from the spring, 



She would take the time to admire 



the flowers that grew nearby, 



While she swept with her 



buckbrush broom she would sing, 
And she would tell her children a story after the washed dishes were set 
back on the table to dry. 



X 



Work was her shadow but humility was her balm, 



Without her, her family would have been lost, 
Like a wildflower that amidst the storm retains it's posture and 



remains strangely calm, 



She looked at a better future without thinking of the cost. 



" The Adventures Of Lewis & Clark " 



(Written: March 27, April 6, 2009-31 years) 
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It was a daring feat, 



A journey to make other journeys 



blush with shame, 



With new sights to see and new people to meet, 



At the end of their toil would shine bright their newly acquired fame. 



II 



President Thomas Jefferson wanted to 



explore the Missouri River, 



To learn all about the land that the U.S. had 



newly acquired, 




Exploration does wonders for making ignorance wither, 



And when the need to know is great the body seldom grows tired. 
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III 



On May 14, 1804 thirty-three people began 



a journey that would be historic, 



f Only one of them would never return again*, 



With the instinct to survive and a will almost stoic, 



They would take an anonymous land and give it 



an identity with paper and pen. 



IV 



It was an expedition more for learning than 



than for conquering, 
One hundred and seventy eight specimens were collected of 

minerals, plants, and animals, 
It seems that with their insatiable interest they were honoring, 
A land great and unknown that taught with the mystery that only 



surrounds parables. 



1) The only death on the expedition occurred on August 20, 1804. 



Sergeant Charles Floyd died from acute appendicitis. 
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Before them, all that was known about the 



unexplored West, 



Were imaginative myths masquerading as facts, 



Tales of volcanic eruptions and blue-eyed 



Indians speaking Welsh may seem like a jest, 



But were thought to be truth before Lewis and 




Clark's brave acts. 



VI 



In an age when the individual was sovereign, 



Individual achievement must take a back seat to teamwork 



and cooperation, 
Lands, American in geography yet in appearance so foreign, 



Would make the unknown known, while joining itself to a young nation. 
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VII 



They were the first to see the 



Rocky Mountains' peaks, 



They were the first to reach the 



Pacific Ocean by land, 



Miles of uncharted territory would provide the wonder that an 



adventurer seeks, 



And things recently discovered would fuel the dream to see a 



nation expand. 



VIII 



Two very different personalities that would make a perfect team, 
Lewis drank too much and was frequently melancholic, 
The slightly older Clark was outgoing and laid back, and lived life 



as if it were a dream, 



Yet their differences would compliment each other in a way 



almost symbolic. 
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IX 



Clark was said to be " as brave as Caesar ", 



Lewis was studious and had an iron will, 



Both were willing to banish for two years all 



comfort and leisure, 



In order to stare at the unknown each day, for destiny never stood still. 




Clark brought an unfortunate slave of his called York, 



Who he had " owned " since he was a child, 



He would help in the hunting and fishing to supplement a diet of 



corn meal and salt pork, 



But I doubt that his chains felt any lighter while traveling through 



a land so wild. 
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XI 

That ration of four ounces of whisky did little 
to ease occasional anxiety, 
Mosquitoes made the dogs howl in agony at night, 
Yet far from civilization they had to cling to 
some propriety, 
Although the temptation was always great to view the 



obvious as right. 



XII 



As they moved further North and West the 



landscape changed, 



It must have been stupefying for them to see 




miles of land with no trees, 



The sights of nature in that land seemed so strangely arranged, 
By the Power of G-D for whom all mysteries cease. 
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XIII 

They were the first to behold coyotes, jack 
rabbits, and prairie wolves, 
To the scientific Mr. Jefferson a live prairie dog 
was sent, 




v X* 



They beheld the infinite sky above the prairie grass that moves, 
And slept amidst the recently seen, finding warmth in hope with the 



temperature's descent. 



XIV 



The Great Plains abounded with elk, deer, bison, and beavers, 
Gifts to local tribes were not always amiably received, 
In this strange world of new sights they became dreamers, 
Dreaming that the world can be molded by what one has believed. 
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XV 



The buffalo herds spread across the horizon, 
The land was as broad as probability, 
The ground slightly shook under the dancing hooves of the bison, 
Even while the treeless landscape seemed a poor ode to fertility. 



XVI 



The Lakota who had intimidated the French and the Spanish, 



Were a threat to this group of explorers, 



For through stealing and aggression they always sought to vanquish, 



Those who refused to act towards them as implorers . 
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XVII 

The Lakota women danced their war dances, 
Holding human scalps in their hands, 
The explorers looked at them with 

cautious glances, 
And dubbed them the "Pirates of the Missouri " for their 
unsatiable demands. 

XVIII 
The Mandan were a people quite benign, 
Who called the white people "Mashi " meaning "nice folk ", 

They gave the explorers their friendship as a sign, 
That they were willing to see peace through clear air instead 
of through smoke. 
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XIX 



The Mandans gave them permission 



to build a winter fort, 



FortMandan would shelter them 



from the winter that would come 



early that year, 



In November*, as ice appeared in the river they knew that without 



Mandan support, 



The cruel cold would make a reality out of their worst fear. 



XX 



The friendship between the cultures made the 



winter warmer, 



The Indians marveled at York, the black 



explorer in bondage still, 
There they met Sacagawea , who would be their guide and informer, 
And who would inspire the explorers with her strong will. 




1) November 1804 
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XXI 



Yet Lewis and Clark saw that not everything 



that the Mandan did was good, 



There were old men dancing in a circle, dancing 



the Buffalo Dance, 



Shameful erotic acts were committed * in an 



attempt to lure the buffalo on their land 



for food , 



And amidst superstition and ignorance morality never had a chance. 



XXII 



Leaving the Mandan, they traveled into 



the unknown, 



Sacagawea traveling thousands of miles with her 



baby son on her back, 




The winds could not impede the seeds of determination that were sown, 
And feet may have gotten tired, but their hands kept carrying each pack. 



1) The Mandan had a very immoral custom. During the Buffalo Dance Indian men 
would allow their wives to be with other men in order to hire the buffalo with their 
intimate acts. 
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XXIII 



Sacagawea dug prairie turnips and artichokes, 
And picked wild licorice and berries for their 



meals, 



By the light of the fire her baby's hair she strokes, 



And shows a side of herself that reveals how she feels. 



XXIV 



As time passed they wondered if the Missouri 



would ever end, 



Yearning the finite and finding continuation 



daunting, 




It is so hard for unfamiliarity to become a friend, 



When eyes desire recognition and expectations are left wanting. 
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XXV 



Difficult it may have been, but the goal 



was reached, 



Knowledge and land were the prices of 



much sacrifice, 




The impenetrable realm of the mysterious was breached, 

And a new world was born, though others would have to pay the price. 
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" Buckwheat Pancakes And Molasses " 

( Written: March 27, 2009 - 31 years) 
A Recipe In Rhyme. 
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Baked on a greased hot griddle, 
And abundantly drenched in hot maple 

syrup or honey, 
Makes the tastebuds sing like a fiddle, 
And makes a pioneer feel like a king, though he has no money. 

11 
First you have to pour a pint of warm water into a large crock, 
Then you have to add half a package of dry yeast, a teaspoon of 

salt, and two tablespoons of dark molasses, 
And after you have added two cups of buckwheat flour time will 
have patience to mock, 
For the batter will have to remain in a warm place overnight, and 
hunger will have to wait until time passes. 
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III 



Patience has it's trials and rewards, 



In the morning take a little warm water in which to dissolve one 



teaspoon of soda after beating the batter down, 



One should desire what one affords, 



So add the soda to the batter and bake those pancakes, and for a mile 



around you won't see a single frown. 
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"Frontier Winter" 



(Written: March 26 -27, 2009-31 years) 




Frost is the perfume of coldness, 



It's scent is the cold sensation that he feels 



with each breath, 



Only the pine tree displays it's green 



with boldness, 



As if to declare that winter has not subjected all color to death. 



II 



Near the window there is a flame from a candle made of tallow*, 



A pioneer yeoman follows it like a compass of light, 



The space between daylight hours grows more and more narrow, 
So there is more time to spend with the family to everyone's delight. 



1) Tallow- A mixture of animal fat refined to make candles. Beef fat was valued 
for candle making. 
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III 



Little Polly is playing on the chaff bed*, 
The sickle has been put away for it's yearly rest, 



The family gathers to eat after their prayers have 



been said, 



Commenting on the quality of Ma's food, and which 



dish they liked best. 



IV 



Apple butter is being spread on cornbread, 



While Ma plays the dulcimer and Pa plays the fiddle, 



Amidst the warmth of the family and the fireplace, the coldness 



of winter feels dead, 



While outside confusion reigns as victim of the snow's riddle. 



1) Chaff bed - A mattress stuffed with grain husks. 
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The hard work to prepare for the winter 



is well worth the while, 



When the family gathers together on 



snowy days well fed and content, 



To those who are willing to overcome, adversity is not entirely vile, 
And so they give thanks to G-D for all the blessings sent. 
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" The Crowded Cabin " 



(Written: March 27, 2009 -31 years) 




Crowded cabin, so charming 



and dear, 



Faces and arms to banish loneliness, 



Amidst the company of loved ones 



there exists no fear, 



As concern always follows willingness. 



II 



Several generations live and converse under the same roof, 
Older children play with the babies by blowing a feather into the air, 
Togetherness seems to be the ultimate proof, 
That declares that those who share knows what 
is fair. 
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III 



One boy curled up in the corner with his 



favorite dog, 



Listened to the men discuss politics and their 



childhoods, 



His Pa told about how as a boy he had won a prize hog, 
And his uncle complained about the low price paid for goods. 



IV 



Cabin small, yet big in life, 



Silence is rare among the multitude, 



Pleasant aromas are the boasts of the frontier wife, 



And forever gone is the threat of solitude. 



"Pioneer School In 1830's Iowa" 



(Written: March 27, 2009 - 31 years) 
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Berryman Jennings* was a pioneer teacher, 



In a school where the town of Galland now stands, 



He made his students' world of learning richer, 



By providing the encouragement that a curious mind 




demands. 



II 



That little school house had only one room, 
In the winter it 's fireplace boasted a roaring fire, 



Only to those who did not like learning did all seem gloom, 



But many a child was glad to learn and eager for knowledge 



to acquire. 



1) Berryman Jennings - Berryman Jennings was a young man who really lived 



and who taught an Iowa school in 1830. 
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Going to school one had to watch out for 
wildcats and wolves, 
The deer that ran across the path would 
brighten their day, 
The rough school benches only seem to get harder as one moves, 
But the teacher demanded absolute silence and one must obey. 

IV 
Some children are doing arithmetic on the blackboard, 
The littlest children are learning with great care the alphabet, 
With so much to learn there is no time to daydream or to be bored, 
And a whipping was given to those who with the teacher 's expectations 
had not met. 
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III 



There was the girl that wrote with the goose quill pen, 



The boy that erased the blackboard with a sheepskin eraser, 
The older children reading the Bible have to ignore when, 
The teacher hits a boy who had bothered a girl and had started to 



chase her. 



IV 



All the boys sat on one side of the room, 



And all the girls sat on the other side, 



Perhaps many were hoping for the day to end soon, 



But if this was so, that hope they had to hide. 
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VII 



To be told to sit on the side of the opposite gender, 
Was considered a punishment and made many a face blush, 



But when they were well behaved and studious the teacher 



could almost be tender, 



And would be most helpful, though he disliked those who tried to do 



things in a rush. 



VIII 




Learning was hard and life was hard too, 



Children learned to be tough right from the start, 



Everyday was filled with so many things to do, 



That to be lazy and fragile would be to simply 



fall apart. 
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" The Buffalo Hunt " 



(Written: March 22, 2009 - 31 years) 




Before the white men would cause their demise, 



The buffalo traveled in great herds throughout the Great Plains, 

They were of great value to the Plains Indians' eyes, 

But their over dependence on them would one day lead them to chains. 



II 



The buffalo hunt echoed the continuation of life, 



The buffalo was the source of everything, 
Food to eat, hides for clothing and shelter, and bones for a needle or a knife, 



And so the Sioux and the Pawnee hunters would to the buffalo sing. 
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" The Mexicans That Lost Their Land " 



(Written: March 22, 2009 - 31 years) 




They had been on that land since it belonged 



to Spain, 



Many generations had toiled on that soil granted 



to them by the Spanish crown, 



They sought to protect their land rights in vain, 



Governmental fraud fixed on their sun burned faces a permanent frown. 



11 



In Texas, New Mexico, and California they lost their land, 
And so they ended up as migrant workers, working land that had once 



been theirs, 



Barrios of intense poverty sprang up as ears closed to each demand, 
And they looked angrily at the Anglo ranches as the cause of all their 



worries and cares. 
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III 



Some like Joaquin Murieta* unfortunately 



resorted to violence, 



By burning houses, killing miners, and 



robbing stage coaches, 
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But most accepted their unjust fate in silence, 



And realized that after the sunniest day the dark always approaches. 



IV 



Only six percent of Mexicans held on to their land while the rest lost all, 
What they had worked so hard for was held up for the taking, 
Tragedy had built between them and their brighter past a wall, 

And reality promised that from that nightmare there would be no 



awakening. 



1) Joaquin Murieta - Joaquin Murrietta (sometimes spelled Murieta or Murietta) 
(1829 ca. 1853), also called the Mexican or Chilean Robin Hood or the Robin Hood 

of El Dorado, was a semi-legendary figure in California during the California Gold 
Rush of the 1850s. He was either an infamous bandit or a Mexican patriot, depending 

on one's point of view. 
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" Brooklyn Yeshiva Boy " 



( Written: March 18, 2009 - 31 years) 
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A "Modeh Ani" is said in the morning, 
Ima prepares a breakfast with care, 



The experiences of a new day are dawning, 



And with his friends that day he shall share. 



II 



The bus will soon come to pick him up, so he must wait only 



a little while, 



The Rabbi will teach him Torah and Talmud, 



And the brightest learner shall outshine all the others with a smile, 



That will lighten up the class and put everyone in a good mood. 
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" Looking For Love In All The Wrong Places " 



(Written: March 18, 2009 - 31 years) 




Commitment is not attained by chance, 



A faithful heart is meant to outlast the 



moon's nocturnal reign, 



Eternity may bring monotony to a dance, 
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II 



When adventure is thought to be found in an embrace, 



The "journey " is destined to turn into a nightmare, 



When one expects to find love with the speed of a race, 



One will never experience that which seems common but is rare. 
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III 



Love is advanced only when it is not 



purely physical, 



So technology cannot be an aid in finding 



the "right one ", 




So if love is a beautiful mountain that takes you to it's pinnacle, 
Using the heart as a guinea pig is like playing on an erupting volcano 



for fun. 




IV 



Beauty may be in the eye of the beholder, 



But folly is a universal deceiver, 



Lust is a poison that makes the blind bolder, 



While confused senses turn the gullible one into 



a believer. 
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What is beautiful cannot be filthy, 



The sun should shine but not burn, 



True joy will not leave you feeling guilty, 



And true love sincerity will not spurn. 



VI 



A game was never meant to last forever, 



So a fling will never bring more than a 



false thrill followed by guilt, 




For fidelity always says to treason 



"Never! " 



And the only house that survives the storm, is the one that is firmly built. 
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" Ode To Handel And Bach " 



(Written: March 18, 2009 - 31 years) 



To two different worlds they were born, 



Yet 1685 will always be their year, 



One will know praise and the other scorn, 
Yet only one of them would shed an orphan's tear. 



II 



Bach was born in the spring, 



To a house where music was the law, 



Where he would experience the joys that sounds 




bring, 



And where playing music was not strange at all. 
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III 



Handel was born in the winter, 



To a much older father who wanted him to 



study law, 



The barber-surgeon would scold him with a 



stern finger, 
For he thought that Handel's love of music would be his downfall. 



IV 



"Musicians are vagabonds without a profession!" he would say, 



Handel would remain quiet, not daring to speak, 



But try as he could he found it hard to obey, 



Sounds would excite him, and his passion for music was not meek. 



Bach came from a musical family, 



Since the 1500's they had been making melodies, 



They did not view this noble art as a malady, 



So music was deeply intertwined with Bach's childhood memories. 
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VI 

Orphaned as a young boy, 
Bach went to live with his older brother, 
Amidst despair the organ brought him joy, 
And his brother, also a musician, did not consider it a bother. 

VII 
Bach had a sweet voice, 
And was accepted at a music school for boys that were gifted, 
Destiny would prove it a worthy choice, 
As the tangled web of his hopes became untwisted. 
VIII 
Years passed, and Handel and Bach became 
men of fame, 
Handel would never marry and Bach would 

marry twice, 
Bach would compose for a cathedral, while Handel heard the king of 

England call his name, 
Handel was more secular while Bach was more religious and wise. 
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IX 

Bach would compose more to promote 

spirituality, 
Handel would compose more to promote 
royalty, 
Each one would endow their music with their mentality, 
And express through their music joy, anger, deception, or loyalty. 



Handel would never have any children to continue his name, 



Bach had twenty children to teach music to, 



Both were different, and yet in this they were the same, 



They would forever alter the world of music and it's view. 
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" Vivaldi: The Red Priest " 



(Written: April 6, 2009 - 31 years) 




He was the red haired genius, 
That immortalized spring with violin strings, 
For this jolly man music was very serious, 
And the world was a medley of sounds hoping 
to fly on music's wings. 
II 
An earthquake occurred on the day of his birth, 
So in March of 1678 he came into the world amidst confusion, 
The eldest of nine children, he would soon prove his worth, 
And although forced to become a priest he never lived in seclusion. 
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III 



His father Giovanni was a tailor, a barber, and then a violinist, 



Vivaldi shared his father's love of music as well as his red hair, 
His asthma never destroyed his creativity even when hope was 



at it's dimmest, 



And his frail body refused to compliment his cocky personality 
forming a paradox that was quite rare. 



IV 



This son of Venice composed music 



that flowed as smoothly, 



As the water that flowed down the 



canals of his native city, 
He was boastful, and his tongue spoke eloquently yet loosely, 




And despite moments of loneliness he was not prone to self pity. 
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The great composer taught young orphan girls in a school, 
That he would transform with the uniqueness of his sounds, 
Through music the girls would forget their harsh world where 
adversity was a rule, 
And perform musical works that would promote a style in which 
embellishment abounds. 

VI 
During his later years he traveled widely, 
He loved to see the opening performances of his operas, and the 
applause that they inspired, 

For him the crowd's reaction was not to be taken lightly, 
And his greatest joy was producing music that would be admired. 

VII 

Ana Giro, was she more to him than just a singer? 

She was his favorite soprano and perhaps his secret love, 

There were many that were willing to point a finger, 

For the gifted priest did not possess the innocence of a dove. 
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VIII 



Emperor Charles VI of Austria admired 



Vivaldi fervently, 



But past commissions from a once admiring 



nobility would not save him from his sad fate, 
The flamboyant, almost playful exuberance of his music was soon 



not esteemed as ardently, 



More modern styles had taken root and the regal flow of his music 



seemed out of date. 



IX 



So he immigrated to Vienna hoping to create music more sublime, 
Only to die in 1741, alone and in poverty in a rented house, 
His funeral was in a cathedral, where Joseph Hadyn was a choir boy 



at the time, 



And only much later would his music, once 



again, a much deserved recognition arouse. 
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" Why Roots Never Wither " 

(Written: March 11, 2009 - 31 years) 




Roots never wither, 
Because they have a separate destiny fflJtMmnJpMMM 

from their leaves, 
Like the flowing of a river, 
Their continuity intrigues but never deceives. 

11 
The cold wind may cause a shiver, 
Dying leaves may wish to see spring once more, 
Yet roots never wither, 
And so only to time they must implore. 
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III 



What is profound is not always positive, 



But it surely has a tendency to be lasting, 



Time, that mystery that defies the cognitive, 



Hungers for rest yet always seems to be fasting. 




Miijam Meij 



IV 



Roots keep growing deeper, 



Each cycle of rebirth is like a kiss, 



While the short lived becomes a weeper, 



Lamenting the coming of what they will miss. 



